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As you look through this magazine 
you’ll see ads for many mail-order video companies 


but there’s only one #1: 


Video Search of Miami is #7 


ACCORDING TO AN INDEPENDENT SURVEY CONDUCTED BY THE EDITOR OF DARK WATERS MAGAZINE, A RESPECTED ON-LINE NEWS SERVICE, 
VIDEO SEARCH OF MIAMI RATED #1 AMONG ALL VIDEO MAIL-ORDER COMPANIES IN THE WORLD. CHECK WEB FOR RESULTS: 
http://super.zippo.com/~drkwatrs/resources/mailorder.html 


Video Search is the Largest & Best 
Mail Order Company (в America* 


*as recommended by FANGORIA, PSYCHOTRONIC, SHOCK CINEMA, 
VIDEO WATCHDOG, BRUTARIAN, AXCESS, SHOCKING IMAGES and WIRED! 


plus VSoM is also acclaimed by VIDEO HOUND MOVIE GUIDE, 
the WHOLE EARTH CATALOG and COUNTER CULTURE HANDBOOK! 


and Video Search Of Miami is the ONLY underground mail-order company 
endorsed by LEONARD MALTIN in his MOVIE & VIDEO GUIDE BOOK! 
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#7 in SHIPPING 


VSOM 15 THE MOST RELIABLE IN AMERICA, 


= VIDEOS ARE ALWAYS SHIPPED WITHIN 2 DAYS 
NO EXCEPTIONS 


| | #7 in SERVICE 


VSOM 15 NOT A FACELESS COMPANY; 
PERSONAL TELEPHONE CORRESPONDENCE 
AVAILABLE DAILY FROM NOON TO 6 PM 


Michael Weldon says 
in Psychotronic Video Guide: 


| | “This is the first place to look for 
rare and uncut foreign horror, 


Te dea Plitation and music videos.” 
. . . . 4 
with Director Rollin himself: E-MAIL: VSOM@aol.com 


‘Video Search of Miami 


| РО Box 16-1917 Miami FL 33116 (888) 279-9773 | 
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VSoM accepts all major credit cards 
WRITE, CALL or E-MAIL FOR FREE 70 PAGE CATALOG 


VISA, DISCOVER, MASTERCARD : 
26 AMERICAN EXPRESS CHECK OUT OUR WEBSITE: HTTP://WWW.VSOM.COM 
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Sirs, 
I was misquoted, as usual, by the heathen, godless, 
liberal press. What I meant to say was that I wouldn’t 
mind assassinating all the people I don’t like. 

Pat “Rocky” Robertson 

Gehenna, VA 


Hey youse, 

Like I said a thousand times already, fuck with us, we 
kill you then go after your entire family. 
Fugeddaboudit! 

Sam Giancana 

Dagoville, NY 


Sirs, 

Personally, I have little interest in acquiring my father’s 
prison diary or to be associated with him in any way. 
I'd like to try to make it on my own. 

Adolph Eichmann, Jr. 

Spandau, Germany 


Guys, 

I had no idea the gastric-bypass operation on Carnie 
Wilson was going to be such a bitch. I mean, you know 
how hard it is trying to pull something like a license 
plate out of somebody’s stomach? It ain’t child’s play, 
I'm tellin’ ya. 

Dr. Vinnie Boom Botz 

Los Gordos, CA 


Sirs, 
Iam writing this for your female readers who worry, as 
I do, that they may be getting too fat. Here is my diet; 
I've found it so effective I haven't had to exercise: 
Breakfast: A thimbleful of water. 
Lunch: Five blades of grass 
Dinner: A large bowl of steam 
And remember gals, if you must snack between meals, 
chew on a pencil. Don't forget though, to remove the 
eraser first as it has a lot of calories. 
Calista Flockhart 
From Hunger, CA 


Му Fellow New Yorkers, 

Alright, I was trying to put a little spin on my 
husband’s tomcatting. You want to know the reason 
he’s constantly running around with sluts? It’s simple: 
He likes pussy. Just like every other so-called, God- 
damn “man.” Next question. 

Hillary Clinton 

Carpetbagger, NY 


Sirs, 

Jesus H. Tap-Dancing Christ! I’m gone for a few days 
and they bring back the Middle Ages. God damn, 
even in Oz they think it took longer than six days to 
get to talking lions and flying monkeys. 

Dorothy 

Hidebound, KS 


Sirs, 

Oh boy, she’s dead so’s I finally get to have me a 
bloody juicy hamburger. Bip bop, bip bop, bip bop bip 
bop bam. 

Paul McCartney 

McDonald’s, Scotland 


My Fellow Americans, 

Enough with the fucking questions on cocaine abuse; 
it’s getting to be too fucking much. And stop asking 
about my fucking stand on the fucking issues. You 
know any other fucking guy that wants to be President 
so bad he’d marry a fucking wetback? Didn’t fucking 
think so. 

The other George Bush 

Beaner, TX 


Sirs, 

Does the cigar have to be lit before you stick it up your 
you-no-where? Mom says that’s only with cigarettes 
but I’m not so sure. 

Chelsea Clinton 

Stanford, CA 
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Who is Nancy Kilpatrick, and why is she such a 
terrific writer of dark and erotic fiction? This is 
not to say Nancy Kilpatrick (which we assume is 
her real name) purposely intends to be a mystery 
woman. But when asked for some biographical 
material to go along with her credits, the cryptic 
list of facts included: 


“Born in Philadelphi 
"Lived in Canada 1/2 1 
“First (and probably last 


Pennsylvania. 


of my adult life, so maybe I’m 
back. 


“Have a cat named Shados 
rently living elsewhere. | 


in the early Seventies, by accident, Font ontom à 
it a permanent injury." . 


Yet Kilpatrick is better known—as it should 
an author—for her award-winning stories : an 


Kilpatrick," she has published thre 
els: Near Death (1974), Child of the 
and a collaborative novel with Don Bassi gthw te, 
As One Dead (1996); a number of stories appear- 
ing in several major anthologies both in the United 
States and Canada; and last fall edited an anthol- 
ogy with Thomas Roche, Gargoyles. She’s had two 
collections of her stories published to date, Sex and 
the Single Vampire (1994), and Endorphins (1997). 


However, as “Amarantha Knight," she has been 
even more prolific, writing a ten volume series of 
erotic retelling of the major horror classics for the 
New York publisher, Masquerade Books. Begun 
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Beginning in | the 


in 1993 under the series title "The Darker Passions 
of..." these include her twisted reworkings of 
Dracula; Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; Frankenstein; 
The Fall of the House of Usher; The Picture of 
Dorian Gray; Carmilla, and the forthcoming The 
Pit and the Pendulum and The Curse of the 
Mummy: Pharos the Egyptian (Not to forget a 
Darker Passions Reader). 


94, Knight has also edited a 


cific macabre or supernatu- 
ampires or demons or ghosts. 
2 Bites; Flesh Fantastic, Sex 


ction. Why did you decide v originally, to write 


| Бош Вет? 


N ANCY KILP TRICK: It wasn’t so much a con- 


s decision than I just did it. I’ ve always liked 


: ampires. I collected material about them for many, 
тапу years—I have 1600 books. I also have many 


articles on the subject. It was just an archetype that 
always fascinated me, and I wanted to learn all I 
could about it. The writing about them came out 
of this interest. The “darkness” of the vampire al- 
ways appealed to me. 


WIATER: With such items out there as “Count 
Chocula” cereal and a Muppet version of Dracula, 
perhaps there’s not much of this archetype to ef- 
fectively scare most readers at this point. 


KILPATRICK: Yes, the vampire has been sani- 
tized quite a bit. I don’t think it’s so much a ques- 
tion of writers making them a little more human, 
rather it’s the idea of sucking the darkness out of 
them that does not appeal to me. In so many sto- 
ries why this character is a vampire, nobody can 
tell you—they don’t do anything vampiric; they’re 
not even sinister. They’re kind of a Harlequin Ro- 
mance hero who just happens to be a vampire. 
They're taking that archetypal essence away until 
that character is no longer truly a vampire—just 
calling him one when he’s not. 

Even in horror novels the vampire has often be- 
come just a “regular guy.” There are two different 
schools of thought on vampires. I was on a panel 
once with Brian Lumley and Nancy Collins, and 
they were absolutely on the side of the vampire 
being vicious, cruel, monstrous. (Though I don’t 
think Nancy is really doing that with her character 
“Sonja Blue.") But that’s their perception: it should 
be a truly evil being. But there were other writers 
on the panel who said vampires should be brought 
closer to humanity... 

The archetypal essence of the vampire to me is that, 
throughout history, the vampire has always been a 
predator. A predator preying on humans. And if 
that element isn’t there, then you don’t have a vam- 
pire any more; you can call it a vampire, but it’s 
not. But everything that’s popular eventually gets 
integrated into the mainstream, and in order to get 
integrated into the mainstream, whatever was spe- 
cial or energized about that subject has to be di- 
luted. 

So that’s what has happened to the vampire; it’s 
become so mainstream now it’s diluted. Sanitized. 


WIATER: You’ ve stated elsewhere that you be- 
gan your career writing “literary short stories.” 
What lead you from the so-called “mainstream” 
into the far less safe realm of dark fiction? 


KILPATRICK: Even my literary stories were al- 
ways very dark. Dark in mood. Just as an exercise, 
I once decided to write a story (called “Root Cel- 
lar") both as a “horror” story and as a “literary” 
story—and ended up selling both versions of them. 


Author Nancy Kilpatrick 


But I recognized the fact that I much more enjoyed 
writing horror stories than literary because I was 
still very enamored with plot. And the literary field 
abandoned plot a long time ago. So I had a diffi- 
cult time with that in that I always like to tell a 
story. So for me it was a natural movement—I was 
still talking about the darkness, but in a slightly 
different way. 

I turned back to short fiction because it was much 
less of an investment in time and energy. Sending 
out stories and getting them published was just 
much more fulfilling at the time. I was still work- 
ing on novels, but I didn't push them because I'd 
been so wounded from that first experience as a 
novelist; I hadn't realized just how closed a shop 
the publishing industry really is. Nothing you read 
about it in books and articles on publishing pre- 
pares you for that. And none of the books I' ve writ- 
ten have come about in any of the ways that these 
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articles tell you they 
traditionally happen. 


WIATER: Most be- 
ginning writers have no 
idea—and don’t really 
want to know—just 
how much a lucky 
break, not simply raw 
talent or drive, plays in 
their being a “success” 
in the industry. 


KILPATRICK: It 
drives me nuts when I 
hear people say, “Just 
good writing alone will 
get it published.” So 
much of it is luck! 
There are a lot of good 
writers who don’t get 
published. Many 
people just don’t have 
the intestinal fortitude 
to stay in the business 
or learn how to go fur- 
ther along in it. 

For years I taught a 
course in short story 
writing, and I never 
told the students how 
much they should ex- 
pect to get paid. I 
would always avoid the 
question, because I 
knew if I told them in 
the first class, “You’re 
lucky if you get a hun- 
dred dollars. You might 
get just fifty. Or you 
might get nothing," 
they would've all 
walked out the door— 
because there was a 
screenwriting class just 
down the hall! 


WIATER: What's the hardest truth you have had 
to impart to those who take your writing courses? 


KILPATRICK: There's this fantasy of starving 
writers living in a garret, and that after working 
hard on your manuscript, you're going to find a 
good publisher who's going to publish your book 
and magically pull you out of poverty. [laughs] 
There are many variations on this theme—where 
somehow it's wonderful to be impoverished...! 

I knew an author who had missed some alimony 
payments and was brought to court, and the judge 
said something to the effect, "You're a writer— 
you can simply write in jail." And that was all he 
had to say to my friend. 

But all of us who do this know, you cannot write 
in jail. You cannot write when you're starving. You 
cannot write when you're totally overwhelmed with 
problems. You have to be somewhat stable in your 
lifestyle. You have to know you can pay your rent 
and bills in the meantime. It doesn't mean you can't 
take a bad experience like being in jail and parlay 
it into some kind of creative experience later. But 
creativity is a very delicate thing. You have to learn 
to nurture yourself, and part of that is not being 
down on yourself, or over-editing yourself. And 
that's probably the biggest problem most begin- 
ning writers have—they're too critical of their 
muse's voice, and they often can't get beyond that. 


WIATER: What was the hardest thing for you to 
teach yourself? 


KILPATRICK: Well, I guess I never had the atti- 
tude that most people have that you're not a writer 
unless you've been published. I never had that at- 
titude—I always thought of myself as a writer. 
But I think the biggest problem I had all along is 
faith, and that's just a personal thing that comes 
out of my past. Faith to keep me going after I real- 
ized just how closed the industry is, how it's who 
you know as much as how you write. Just having 
the faith that eventually something would happen 
to me with my career. 

Because I’m not the most personable human be- 
ing on the planet—I tend to be pretty direct and 
honest. I can see myself pretty clearly, and I’m not 


much of the cocktail party type; I'm not much of a 
“smoozer.” It’s nice when you have somebody be- 
hind you. Not everybody has somebody behind 
them, pushing them on, supporting them. People 
are lucky who have a good agent, or have a good 
friend in the business—who’s really well estab- 
lished—who will go the distance for them. That 
all goes a long way. But without that, you're on 
your own, and you have to find a way to trust oth- 
ers, trust everything that works, and that's always 
been the hardest part for me. 


WIATER: Like Anne Rice has done with her 
overtly erotic novels, you have taken a pseudonym 
for your most erotic works. Do you mind that most 
of your horror fans know that *Amarantha Knight" 
is in fact you? 


KILPATRICK: No. It's like it's my alter ego; an- 
other part of me. So I’m not hesitant about people 
knowing it's me. 


WIATER: How did “The Darker Passions" series 
come about? 


KILPATRICK: A friend of mine was writing for 
Masquerade Books, which publishes erotica. So I 
had said to her it would be interesting to write an 
erotic version of Dracula. (The erotic is so clearly 
underlying the original story.) She told me how to 
contact the publisher, Richard Kasak, and he asked 
me to send him some samples. So I sent him fif- 
teen pages of the proposed novel. And his girl- 
friend at the time— who is now his wife—read him 
these fifteen pages while they were driving on va- 
cation. And she loved it, and he loved it, so he 
called me up and we talked about it further. And 
he said, "What about doing this as a series?" And 
I said yes, that was possible. And the original name 
I had given that novel was The Darker Passions of 
Dracula. And he said, “What if we call the series 
‘The Darker Passions?’” So he wanted me to do 
ten books, and I’m up to number nine. 


WIATER: Switching hats, how do you work as 
an editor? 


KILPATRICK: Es- 
sentially, the stories 
that fit into my antholo- 
gies I have to read— 
twice. First I have to 
read them as if they 
were purely horror sto- 
ries, and then I have to 
read them as if they 
were purely erotic sto- 
ries. But a lot of writ- 
ers can’t blend the two 
kinds of writing. Yet 
others can do it very, 
very well. There’s one 
story in the Sex Maca- 
bre anthology that I 
usually refer people to, 
called “Death’s Hot 
Embrace” by Dawn 
Dunn. It’s about a 
woman who's ob- 
sessed with having sex 
with a ghoul. And it's 
a perfect blend of the 
two realms. It's most 
horrific, and yet it's ex- 
citing sexually. That's 
so difficult for many 
writers to do. But as an 
anthologist, I just try to 
pick the best possible 
stories from the field. 
The best that's avail- 
able. Most editors 
aren't looking to give 
their readers anything 
less than the best they 
can give them. Editors 
are just trying to obtain 
good stories that work 
on a lot of levels. 


WIATER: It seems 
somehow perversely 
natural to have such 
two “disrespectable” 


genres blended to- 
gether, doesn’t it? 


KILPATRICK: Yes, 
the bad boy and the bad 
girl of literature! 
[laughs] They’re out- 
side of everything 
that’s respectable— 
two black sheep—yet 
together they make 
something really spe- 
cial. 

WIATER: Although 
you excel at both, what 
tone or mood comes 
more naturally to you 
as you work: the hor- 
rific content, or the 
erotic? 


KILPATRICK: 1 
don’t know if I’m see- 
ing myself accurately, 
but think I’m com- 
posed of equal parts— 
horror, erotic, and hu- 
mor. I think the three 
elements are fairly well 
in balance—at least 1 
try to make it so in the 
writing. Sometimes a 
story calls for more 
horror, other times for 
more erotica. It just de- 
pends on the story. The 
story should be refresh- 
ing as you go through 
it; it shouldn’t be stuck 
in any one element. 
But, again, sometimes 
you are looking to do 
something that’s totally 
horrific, or something 
that’s totally fun. Or 
purely erotic. But most 
of the time there is a 


balance. 


WIATER: You’ ve taught various writing courses 
over the years, and still teach on-line when your 
schedule permits. Can the craft of writing any fic- 
tion, let alone horror or erotic fiction, truly be 
taught? 


KILPATRICK: You can learn technical skills, for 
sure. And I think you can bring out what’s already 
there in a person. You can teach a course that frees 
up people enough to allow out of them what they 
have inside, creatively. And of course, the more 
you do the better you get. The more you learn, the 
more you write—so you’re bound to get better. 
Whether you can take someone who has very little 
creative strength to begin with, and turn them into 
a Pulitzer Prize winning author, I don't know! 

I find that you have to love writing. Because it just 
absorbs you. Absorbs your energies. Absorbs your 
fantasies, your life in general...it just absorbs you. 
And time-wise, too, if you’ re, say, writing a novel. 
You're talking about a year of your life, at least. (I 
know there are people who can crank them out in 
a couple of months, but for many writers this is 
about the time it takes to do one.) And you’ re not 
ever going to get paid for the work you're doing in 
the same way you would with a regular job. The 
reality is, for all the time and energy you've spent, 
you're not ever going to get fairly compensated. 
So you have to have a love for the act of writing. 
And you must love reading. And you need to love 
living in a world of words. And because you have 
all these loves, you learn as you go, and you get 
better. 

But people who don't have that real innate love, 
they're not going to make it. 


WIATER: One small yet crucial facet of your ca- 
reer that the average reader may not be aware of is 
how tasteful and attractive all your book covers 
have been. For both the Kilpatrick books and the 
Knight books, as a genre author you've been re- 
peatedly fortunate in being marketed to the public 
as a “class act." 


KILPATRICK: There have been some very good 


covers. It depends, of course, on who’s work- 
ing in the art department at the time! Even 
the anthologies have been “mainstream”’- 
looking. You can read them on the subway! 
[laughs] I think I’ve been very lucky over- 
all, because both my horror books and my 
erotic horror have had great covers. I’ve been 
very, very fortunate to have good covers. 
People do judge a book by its cover. 


WIATER: Your career is definitely continu- 
ing on the upswing. Even so, is there any- 
thing you feel is lacking? Are you happy with 
your chosen profession, overall? 


KILPATRICK: I’m happy with all aspects 
of my life as a writer and editor. I've ad- 
justed to the “feast or famine” way of liv- 
ing. I would like to have more money—who 
wouldn’t! I would like to have some real fi- 
nancial security in my life, but I honestly 
don’t think that’s ever going to happen. Even 
the veteran midlist writers I know who have 
sold sixty—a hundred!—books don’t have 
it. When the public hears about writers and 
money, they always hear about Stephen King 
and Anne Rice and Clive Barker. Authors 
who are getting a million for this book, and 
a million for that. 

What the public doesn’t realize is that there’s this 
huge gap between those writers and everybody else 
in the business. Even down to the second-rung of 
writers, there’s this gap in income, and the rest of 
us are below that. People have it in their heads, 
“Oh, Stephen King’s just made another million 
dollars—you must make a lot of money writing, 
too.” 

You have to look at them and ask, “What planet 
are you from?” But I think the public is beginning 
to realize that writing is like any other profession 
these days: the “middle” is missing; there’s a lot 
of us at the bottom, and several people near the 
top. And then that handful who are—maybe!— 
making enough to be fairly compensated. 
Regardless of that, writing is an innate drive for 
me, and for many writers, as natural as breathing. 
We couldn’t, wouldn’t do anything else. 
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| RARE IMPORT HORROR SOUNDTRACKS ON CD & VINYL! 


EXCLUSIVE T-SHIRT DESIGNS for all your favorite horror & cult flicks! 


A huge selection of the most obscure, hard-to-find, 


rare and completely uncut videos frorn all around the 


world. If it's red, wet and cool...WE'VE GOT IT! 


Gut-Crunching Books, Magazines and More!!! 


Send T OO for our GIANT CATALOG to: > 


РО. Ваю cUm Antioch, m p. om -3376 


m 


Phone/FAX (925) 753-0163 


http://www. houseofhorrors.com/blackest.htm 


Stanley Wiater is an award-winning author of five 
books on popular culture, and is the editor of two 
anthologies of dark fiction. His latest book is Dark 
Thoughts: On Writing, Advice and Commentary 
from Fifty Masters of Fear and Suspense 
(Underwood Books). 


аш וו‎ 


| — pen : 
“Viewers Like You” “А Man's Not А Camel” pod AU 
COAR $10.00 _ _CD/P $10.00 СЕЧЕ $6.00 


P оса — 
9 Cr 


2 


ME FIRST & THE GIMME GIMMES GOOD RIDDANCE 


Wt 
“Are A Drag” “Operation Phoenix” и 0 
ו‎ кт nm ШИ ה-‎ T People 


GOOBER PATROL “SICK BF IT ALL = И И 
The Unbearable Lightness “pall To Arms” Hm г AGWAGON sn 


Of Being Drunk” 
ED/IP $10.00 א‎ 7 8 


РАТ 
v FAT WRECK CHORDS РО. BOX 193690 SAN FRANCISCO CA 94119 


These two gorgeous gals just don’t get it. Bratty shrieky speed punk is out. Out out out. Bratney 
Spears, Lilith Fairspeak, Ricky Martin, that’s the shit. Niceness is in. You wanna conquer the interna- 
tional sound market by going on stage singing about helium bars and oral sex while sporting alarm- 
ingly short skirts and eschewing panties? Good fucking luck. Guess these vile Spanish temptresses 
want to take full blame for the oral sex crisis going on amongst the teenage in the English speaking 
countries. 


Still, we're shocked. Shocked by The Pussycats’ refusal to bow to convention. By their unwillingness 
to write songs about pleasant things. Their refusal to stop recording on vinyl. It’s all too much. Too too 
much baby. Too much baby and we just don’t know what to say. Fortunately for the tongue-tied guys 
at Brutarian, these lovely lasses were quite willing to talk. Nor did they seem to mind that we kept 
trying to look up those skimpy pieces of cloth they called dresses. Maybe it had something to do with 
the fact that we were, “A-OK for Mary Cones.” Maybe not. 


Brutarian: So you think you’re gonna achieve world domination just because you all have great 
gams? 

Pussycats: Gams, games, how you say, fugeddaboudit! Our records are fabuloso and because 
they’re being put out in various language editions we have little doubt world domination is quite 
within our grasp. Add this to the fact that we’ve played abroad and toured Europe last Decem- 
ber and how can we miss? Now if we can get someone to get us gigs in the States, Japan (please . 
..!) and Australia. We know once seen and heard that we could be as big as, well as Josie and the 
Pussycats. Who really, couldn't lick our muffs. 


Brutarian: Of course they were cartoons... 
Pussycats: Look! Do you want this to be an entertaining, readable interview or some dreary 
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Jeremiad over the state of rock art and women’s place 
in the scheme of things? 

Brutarian: No, God no! Let’s move on. Why are there 
no guys in your band? 

Pussycats: It wasn’t a conscious decision to restrict 
the band to women, in fact, now that we’ve replaced 
the guitar player, we find ourselves with a boy. Very 
sweet and beautiful, but a boy nonetheless. Our ini- 
tial guitar player went really crazy; she’s not into music 
or anything any more. The second one was also a girl 
but she was with us for just six months and we kicked 
her butt from the van in the middle of a highway. Such 
a stupid girl! We hope she’s all right. But it was hard 
to tell just how fast we were going when she took flight. 
You never really can tell how fast you’re going on the 
Autobahn. 


Brutarian: How important is the look in a band? Ini- 
tially, you were three hot chicks . . . 

Pussycats: We don't worry at all about that. Looks 
aren't everything if the music isn't, um, how you say, 
arresting. Class or aplomb comes out in the music and that's what makes a musician attractive. 
Is Claudia Schiffer that attractive, really? 


Brutarian: To heterosexual guys, yeah! Most definitely. 
Pussycats: Until she opens her mouth... 


Brutarian: Especially then, when she's sucking . . . 
Pussycats: Christ, it could be a guy then with decent makeup. 


Brutarian: Sometimes it has been, but anyway, let's get serious; have you suffered as women in the 
rock game? 

Pussycats: No, not really but maybe it's because we demand R-E-S-P-E-C-T! I mean, when we 
play we know what to do, we carry our stuff, we get the money after the show and so on and so 
forth. We don't need no stinkin’ men! Actually, it’s the people who interview us who keeping 
harping on the fact that we're women. It gets pretty tiresome explaining the “why.” Should it 
matter? We like rock and roll and that should be enough. As far as looks and the advantages or 
disadvantages, should this even be a concern? Suppose we were boys? 


Brutarian: And you looked this good? As boys? Then Teen Beat and Out Magazine would be sitting 
here instead of us. 
Pussycats: Yes, but would they be relentlessly staring at our crotches? 


Brutarian: Good point. Okay, we'll keep our eyes fixed on the ceiling. Any guilty pleasures? Idiot 
influences? 

Pussycats: You mean stuff like Motley Crue, GWAR, Ozzy ... yeah, we're guilty. God, who isn't. 
As far as influences well it's all the stuff most people with huge record collections like: Cramps, 


Ramones, Dictators, Motorhead, UK Subs, Dead Boys... 


Brutarian: You’ve been nice enough to let us pretend to be cavemen but really you do have quite an 
effective classy-bordering-on-dissolute look. It has to come from film. Or should I say cinema? 
Pussycats: Well, of course it’s all Russ. As in Meyer. Russ Meyer. That’s a joke to those guys 
and gals getting overheated over whatever pix Brutarian is running with this article. Obviously 
we’re not big girls like the divine Tura Santana. Still, we like to think we share her attitude. 
However, our dress is, maybe, influenced by the way the pin-up girls or exotic dancers from the 
50s or even the 40s presented themselves. Cinematically speaking - can you say that and not 
sound pretentious? - we all do enjoy horror movies. Even the modern ones - we’re going to see 
The Bride of Chucky today. Arty films and gangster flicks have their place in our aesthetic. 


Brutarian: There’s a bit of a dark streak with your music, we kind of like that. 

Pussycats: All of us have a side we prefer not to show to others. It works its way out despite our 
best efforts. Organized religion works on repressing it or imagining that it's impossible to drive 
it out of individuals but that, of course, is ridiculous. Creative people talk about it, deal with, and 
wrestle with it. And in the end, it takes it's place in the art. 


Brutarian: So in а way, art is a hostile act. Is this getting too deep? Would you rather talk about how 
fans can go about getting hold of the band's dirty panties? 
Pussycats: Yeah, I agree. It certainly can 

be a hostile act as you risk offending your 

audience and shocking or betraying your- 

self in a very real sense. Dirty panties are 

much easier to talk about. These intellec- 

tual questions *put us out of focus." 

Stained underwear can be purchased at 

our concerts. We might even give them 

away with our next record. 


Brutarian: Any interest in playing in 
America? In playing nude? 

Pussycats: We'd love to play the States 
but we haven't had any dates set up. We've 
already played almost nude. We dress how 
we feel at any given moment. Certainly, 
the less we have on, the more the audience, 
male and female, seem to enjoy it. But 
however much, or little, we have on is all a 
matter of how we feel at the moment. 


Brutarian: So... 

Pussycats: So we're looking forward to 
becoming famous and selling-out. To be- 
coming millionaires and having limos and 
getting the opportunity to destroy luxury 
hotels. 
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Yes, now you too can see how it all started! Be 
the first on your block to have a full sct of all 6 
years of BRUTARIAN! (Except for the first 5 
issues that were confiscated in that goddamn raid 
on our compound “The Mother Home of Divine 
Enlightenment” by those fuckin’ ATF Nazis!!) 
Only 6 bucks each mailed straight to your door, 
just like a Kaczynski mail bomb. Just indicate 
which issues you want and mail checks to: 

BRUTARIAN 

P.O. Box 25222 

Arlington VA, 22202-9222 
All checks payable to DOM SALEMI, a nasty little man 
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“A picture . . .” semi-fa- 
mous French philosopher, 
Gilles Deleuze, once was 
heard to muse 
lugubriously, “all you can 
do is see it." Nebraska 
born, former Peace Corps 
worker, Matt Sesow, can 
empathize. His compas- 
sionate but wildly expres- 
sionistic paintings are all 
about that which is more 
than picture. Composi- 
tions, perhaps is the better 
term, compositions com- 
posed and designed as an 
escape from the visible. 
Taking the viewer to a 
place he or she may not 
wish to go as here one will 
find the most exalted flights of morbidity, the most 
extravagant caprices of uncontrolled anger, the 
most savage contempt for the language of art. 


Matt is a true Brutarian, a self-taught painter who, 
despite having his work extensively shown and 
written about, has little interest in becoming part 
of the art network. Sesow appears unconcerned 
with communicating in the accepted tropes of the 
professional; he defers to no recognized code, nor 
to the rules of any recognized idiom. “Crude!” 


work and we thought 
he'd like to share his 
thoughts on art, the cre- 
ative process and the full 
catastrophe philistines 
euphemistically refer to 
as "life." 


Brutarian: As a young- 
ster you didn't diddle 
with paint and brush, 
what gave birth to the 
sudden enthusiasm for 
crowding canvasses? 


Sesow: My wife. She's 
very pretty and you un- 
derstand, don't you, that 
when you fall for some- 
one, initially at least, 
you'll do almost anything? Well, Carol, my wife 
had a friend Gina who was a painter and Gina 
would paint with her, so to make points I said I 
was a painter too and just began to paint with them. 
I began by tearing out pictures from newspapers 
and trying to copy on a piece of paper some of the 
photos that interested me. 


Brutarian: So you flat out lied to your future wife. 


Sesow: Well, yeah, I said to myself, "Here's my 


“Unfinished!” “Aberrant!” the boulevardier may 
jeer, but it may well be that Matt's approach re- 
sults in a creative range beyond the normal com- 
pass of our responses . . .Perhaps not, neverthe- 
less, Mr. Sesow has created a fascinating body of 
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big chance," and so I began to draw. Part of it too 
was an effort on both our parts to save money. We 
asked ourselves, “How can we entertain ourselves 
and save money at the same time?" Still, I tried 
really hard to impress her and worked hard at 


getting better. I also told Carol I was a poet too 
and that was easier initially because I had the tools: 
pen and paper. But still, she never questioned my 
abilities or claim that I was an artist. And by our 
third date I was watching Carol and her friend Gina, 
painting at the kitchen table, taking mental notes 
and painting in earnest. 


Brutarian: So you weren’t going to art books and 
looking at or for particular works or styles . . . 


Sesow: No, I was watching my two gal friends, 
and clipping photos from newspapers and going 
from there . . .and using whatever materials were 
on hand. Fortunately, since Gina was an artist, there 
was paint and brushes. But both Gina and Carol 
would work very slowly; I, on the other hand, 
would have ten pictures done by the end of the 
night. Well, by early morning, anyway. Even to- 
day, I think my best work is that which is done 
quickly. 


Brutarian: You enjoy working quickly so is all 
of this instinctive? Does conscious thought ever 
enter into the composition? 


Sesow: No, it's all very conscious but it's like 
dreaming while awake; I 
follow the pattern of the 
dream. Although, with 
every single painting I do 
I try to go into the process 
with a story or, at the very 
least, an idea. I sit down 
with a blank canvas and I 
think of a classical or a 
bad situation - well, some- 
times a happy occurrence, 
but rarely - and try to put 
it down. Then I let my 
subconscious take over. 


Brutarian: Your pre- 
ferred medium? 


Sesow: Oil on cardboard. 
I like a hard surface be- 


cause it doesn't give; it fights back. I love oil. The 
smell, the texture, the danger of it. Some of my 
more successful paintings though, are in acrylic. I 
don’t know why but since I’m so unfamiliar with 
schools of art and method and medium that things 
sometimes work despite my lack of knowledge. 


Brutarian: There seems to be more than an un- 
dercurrent of hostility in your work? 


Sesow: Yes, there is. For me, to balance myself 


out as a human being, I have to use painting to 
control my, well, it’s not anger exactly, but a way 
to channel anti-social feelings. 


Brutarian: Your paintings appear to be somewhat 
influenced by the work of Paul Klee and Otto Dix. 


Sesow: Fascinating, isn’t it as I know so very little 
about painters and painting. I’m familiar with Sue 
Coe and that’s about it. 


Brutarian: But you’ re being somewhat disingenu- 


ous aren’t you? You know Rembrandt and 
Michelangelo, you know their work? 
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Sesow: Of course I know the 
names but ask me to pick a 
Rembrandt from the 
Michelangelos and I couldn't 
do it. 


Brutarian: Do you consider 
yourself an Art Brut practi- 
tioner or rather, a “raw” art- 
ist because you certainly fit 
the criteria. 


Sesow: І don’t know what's 
the criteria? 


Brutarian: Well, first of all 
you're an outsider, you're not 
working within the estab- 
lished network of galleries 
and agents and journals, 
еїс.... 


Sesow: That’s for sure. 


Brutarian: Two or maybe 
this should have been num- 
ber one, you have little or no 
training in the traditional 
sense and three: the tech- 
niques one associates with 
effective painting . . . 
Sesow: Whatever that may 
be... 


Brutarian: ... you disdain or have little interest 
in emulating or learning. 


Sesow: Like that painting in the corner, there; I 
used the other end of the brush simply because it 
felt right. I suppose too, I could use other colors 
but I just use what I want to at the time. 


Brutarian: Your press kit calls what you do, your 
style, "thrash." 


Sesow: I grew up with thrash music. I love the 
energy of it and that's what I try to generate in my 


paintings. I listen to it when I paint. Husker Du, 
music that seeks to exercise all your senses. The 
Pixies really work for me although I’m not sure 
whether that qualifies as thrash. 


Brutarian: Recent interviews find you enthused 
over a newfound ability to effectively transfer 
what’s in your head to the canvas. So what’s in 
that teaming brain of yours? 


Sesow: Life experiences. I can talk about particu- 
lar paintings but asking what’s in the head, that’s 
difficult. Perhaps what I meant by “transfer” was 
that I feel now 
that I’m using 
color and line and 
form to more ef- 
fectively express 
myself. 


Brutarian: As 
one outside the 
mainstream are 
you worried about 
becoming too 
popular and be- 
cause of this try- 
ing to repeat or 
conform to that 
which brings you 
acclaim? 


Sesow: No, I’m not worried about that. What 
Га like to do is reach people like myself with 
what I do or have done, inspiring, encourag- 
ing those people to paint. Some critics call it 
trauma art because I lost half my arm as a child 
in an accident with an airplane but I’m not sure 
Га оѕе that term. Still, the loss of the limb has 
helped define me and if seeing me inspires oth- 
ers to paint that's fine. A lot of people want to 
pigeonhole it but aside from the first year or 
so when much of what I did dealt with that 
topic or that pain I really wouldn't character- 
ize what I do as the art of the disabled. There's 
other things to deal with aren't there? Inti- 
macy, politics . .. Гизе the pain of my loss to 
help with other themes, loss of a loved one, dis- 
covering your girlfriend sleeping with someone else 
but I wouldn't say that accident defines my work. 
Much of what I do is the result too of an enormous 
lack of self-confidence; I try and I try and then I 
give up and then . . . the paintihg's done. Every 
painting's a failure in a certain sense. Just one af- 
ter the other and it drains the hell out of me. Yet I 
find myself using my lack of ability to bring out 
the intensity and the power I'd like to think I pos- 
sess. 
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position in the mosh pit, the incendiary, 
hyper-sexed, static-riddled frequency puls- 
ing from the stage at D.C.’s 9:30 Club 
nearly knocked me off my feet. Then it 
did. Or, more accurately, it was an over- 
zealous stage diver whose attempted half-gainer 
ended with the introduction of his foot and my face. 
This was right about the time Hanin Elias, aka, 
World’s Loudest Screamer, and her Atari Teenage 
Riot cohorts were shouting, “Start the riot!!! Start 
the riot!!! Start the riot!!! As I 
fought to regain my footing, saying a silent prayer 
for my lost hipster glasses and wiping my (okay 
slightly) bloodied nose, I thought, “This is rock 
and roll, man!” 


But, wait. Isn't ATR supposed to be a pussy Raver 
band? 


“The only good thing about Rave is that it makes 
people too fucked up to work,” says Alec Empire, 
Electronica pedagogue and ATR’s driving force. 
“We wanted to get rid of what people typically 
think of as dance beats. We replaced that with these 
very hard-driving, Otis Reddi pe beats." Well, 
I'm not sure about the O dding part, but 
Empire's dedication to at léast 100 beats-per-sec- 
ond, in chorus with his political extremism (you 
gotta love a violent liberal!), has paid off big-time. 
ATR’s 1997 album, Burn, Berlin, Burn!, success- 
fully pirated earlier efforts- The Future of War and 
Delete Yourself! -to give the then-obscure Ger- 
man compu-punks their first big commercial break. 
And the band's popularity has increased exponen- 
tially ever since. 


A quick perusal of that ever-accurate meter of pub- 
lic opinion that is amazon.com's review bulletin 
board, reflects a mostly positive response. Of 


ELIAS 


“As! fought to maintain my tenuously-held — 


course, there's the occasional school marm 
complaining of bleeding eardrums and sure, 
there's also a small contingent of ye olde 
withered punk-and-metal academics going 
fie! fie! fie!, “Hasn’t anyone heard of In- 
sert Band's Name Here?" But it’s ATR's 
combination of political rhetoric, spastic jungle 
beats and metal energy that gives them their unique 
spark-something Empire calls “riotsounds.” 


So, ГП admit that as the encore came to its shriek- 
ing conclusion, I was feeling some trepidation re- 
garding the post-show interview I'd arranged. 
What if I asked a wrong question? Would my 
newly-beloved Hanin leap into action, reenacting 
Daryl Hannah's fingers-up-the-nose maneuver 
from Blade Runner? Would Alec denounce me as 
a member of what he's called the PRE-S.S.? 


Such is the life of a Brutarian reporter. I was there- 
fore relieved when Hanin turned out to be a polite, 
soft-spoken young woman. Truth be told: she's an 
absolute, goddamn sweetheart. I can't speak for 
the rest of the Atari crew since; Alec was busy 
showing off his "scar from Seattle" to a groupie 
whose perky tits and home-printed zine got her 
backstage; Carl Crack, though present, proffered 
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a strong, silent persona; and Nic Endo (the band’s 
new tech-wiz chick) proffered a strong, absent one. 


I did manage, however, despite her unde standable 
exhaustion, her hit-or-miss English, and a jet lag 
hangover (they'd performed in Sweden the night 
before), to spend a few minutes talking with Hanin 
Elias: the considerate warmonger. 


Hanin: Why are you reading so close? 


Brutarian: I lost my glasses 
in the mosh pit halfway 
through the show. 


Hanin: Oh, really?I found 
glasses. 


Brutarian: What? My 
glasses flipped up onto the 
stage? 


Hanin: Yes. I thought, what 
stupid fan would throw his 
glasses? People throw T- 
shirts and you know, 
watches, but... I put them 
next to the monitor because I 
didn't want to step on them. 

I was holding them up, 
hoping somebody would see 
them. 


Brutarian: How considerate 
of you. 


Hanin: Yes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Brutarian: So, where did Atari Teenage Riot 
come from? 

Hanin: I was in this really stupid band, playing 
strange, avant garde, indie stuff. I wasn't really 
happy with it. And somebody said I should meet 
Alec. He [then] had his old band, Der Kinder. The 
Children in English. Ha, ha, ha! The techno scene 
had just started and we were totally into acid house. 


Brutarian: How long ago was that? 


Hanin: 1992,Ithink. Then we decided to form a 
real band and we met Carl Crack. 


Brutarian: How do you write your songs? 
Hanin: Alec does the music. We both write lyr- 
ics. 


Brutarian: I noticed a reference to Russ Meyer's 
Faster Pussycat! Kill! Kill! in your song Death of 
a President, D.I.Y.! Was that intentional? 


Hanin Elias 


Hanin: I wrote that. No, Russ Meyer didn't re- 
ally inspire it. I'd heard it before and it was in my 
head, but I mean something different with it. We 
always use words like that, pieces, we wrap sen- 
tences together-like [channel surfing with a] re- 
mote control. Everything fits together. So [that 
way,] if people don't understand English, they can 
feel it. | 
Brutarian: Have you been criticized for your radi- 
cal views? 1 
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ATARI TEENAGE RIOT 


Carl Crack 


Hanin: Yeah, very often. We do this in a very 
radical, extreme way, hoping people will hear what 
we have to say. If we just said, ‘Yeah, lets go a 
little bit in this direction,’ nobody would listen to 
us. Ha, ha, ha! Step by step people will open their 
minds to let us suggest something else. 


Brutarian: ATR often refers to revolution. Are 
you encouraging violence? 


Hanin: [after a pause] We’re not encouraging 
blind violence. We’ re trying to set free a positive 
aggression against what keeps us down. That’s 
what we want to relate to people. 


Brutarian: And are you getting the message out 
there? 


Hanin: Yes. We receive a lot of support. We try 
to spread this information through all channels. We 
see it on the internet. We do interviews with the 
commercial newspapers, also with MTV or what- 
ever because we want to spread the message, be- 
cause people listen to our music without listening 
to the lyrics. That’s what we also want to do with 
the live shows. We want to make music [that will] 
give the people an opportunity to see another way 
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of living. After our second album, The Future of 

War, we were really disappointed. But then after 
we toured, we felt so much support from the people, 
especially in America, which really surprised us. 
We really believe that something could happen. 
Some action. : 


Brutarian: I read once, and this may be bullshit 
but it's interesting, that the peasant revolt that kick- 
started the French Revolution was incited by a tax 
rate of 15%. Americans pay twice that now, and 
think nothing of it. 


Hanin: When you think about the situation soci- 
ety was in a hundred years ago. People would never 
believe that we [might] have the society where we 
live today! The corporations shouldn't have so 
much power. You can vote for [whichever] politi- 
cian you want, it's all the same. They're all con- 
trolled by corporations. The people in Germany 
just voted into power the Green Party and the So- 
cialist Party because they want something to 
change. But that doesn't work, because the corpo- 
rations say it's not possible. So, nothing's changed. 
Idon't know why people live in this great harmony. 
They think, ‘Okay, I have this good life, I have a 
television and two cars.' They think they are free 
because they can choose between a cheeseburger 
and hamburger. Ha, ha, ha! They are truly happy 


Alec Empire 


with their lives. 
Brutarian: Do you think TV is the great evil? 


Hanin: Yes. Especially with [regards to] Kosovo. 
They didn’t even try to work things out with 
Milosovic. They didn’t try everything. It made 
sense to go in there so that now they can build 
McDonald’s or whatever. All the information is 
controlled... We never get the right information. 
Especially in America, I see it. It’s unbelievable... 
And also with Littleton [the suspects were ATR 
fans]. Everyone was so shocked and they blamed 
musicians and things and No! It’s so natural for 
kids to behave [violently]. They see us justifying 
Kosovo and their parents allow them to have weap- 


ons. Our children need to be taught to solve prob- 
lems, to discuss things. 


Brutarian: Is that a parting thought? 


Hanin: 1 hope that things will develop in [ATR’s] 
direction. Because otherwise, we’ re all gonna die. 


Brutarian: Awwww. There’s the Hanin Elias we 
know and love. 
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In a world where it’s so 
easy to be bitter and apa- 
thetic, it’s comforting to 
know there are people out 
there like H20. They’re 
a group of guys hailing 
from N.Y.C. playing what 
I call “feel-good, melodic 
hardcore." 


They're doing something with it though that hasn't 
been done in years, and that is, putting a positive 
message behind it. Listening to their records is 
very reminiscent of early Dischord and early В.У.О. 
discs (with a great mixture of new-school style N. Y. 
hardcore), back when people sang about unity, 
hardcore pride and striving for a better life and 
MEANT it. 


Such topics have become so run of the mill in 
today's punk scene, where words like “solidarity,” 
"pride," “unity,” etc., are no more than words, but 
for these guys and a select few like them, it's a 
life-style they lead. They have three full-lengths 


by Tad Peyton 


out: s/t (Blackout 
Records); THICKER 
THAN WATER (Epitaph) 
and now, what I think is 
their best yet, F.T.T.W. 
(Epitaph). Besides three 
great releases, H20 put on 
one of the best, most ener- 
getic live show I’ ve seen in 
a while, so check them out 
when they come to your town. In other words, if 
you’ ve had а shitty day at work, gotten in a fight 
with your significant other, or you’re just plain 
bummed—out, go home, kick off your shoes, and 
check out an H20 record. If bands like Minor 
Threat, 7 Seconds, Teen Idles, Marginal Man got 
you through hard times, these boys will do the 
same. 

I met up with Rusty Pistachio and Adam Blake at 
their record release party at the Capitol Ballroom 
in Washington, D.C. As always, I was pretty un- 
prepared, so please excuse me for asking pretty 
generic questions . . . Anyway, enough of my cheesy 
rambling, here’s the interview: 
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Brut: So you have a new album coming out, 
F.T.T.W., is it on Epitaph? 


Adam: Yes. 


Brut: How did you guys get hooked up with 
that label? 


Rusty: Well, Rancid was playing at the 
Roseland a couple years ago and Toby was up 
there hanging out with them and Brett (ex-Bad 
Religion, and founder of Epitaph), and Rancid 
were like, “Hey, Brett you’ ve gotta check these 
guys out.” So it was pretty much a hand-shake 
deal between Brett and Toby. And we kept 
making demos and Epitaph was saying, “Keep 
making demos, and maybe next year we'll get 
a record out.” But we wanted to have things 
happen quicker, so we went to Blackout 
Records and put out the self-titled twelve inch. 
Shortly after that, Brett called up and said, “Hey, 
you gave me those shitty demos, then put out 
this great record. What’s up with that?” So 
anyway, he came to see us at a show we did in 
California, and we then officially signed to Epi- 
taph. 


Adam: Plus on top of that, Epitaph gave us six 
low-rider bikes, and free Doc Martins, so we re- 
ally couldn’t refuse. 


Rusty: He didn’t give us the Docs, but he did give 
us the bikes. 


Brut: On all of your records there are 3’s written 
everywhere, what’s the story with that? 


Rusty: Well 3 is just our lucky number, our old 
bass player used to talk about how everything 
comes in 3's. And the more we looked around it 
was true, so it started there, and now it’s reach fan- 
tastic proportions. 


Brut: What's the meaning behind “F.T.T.W.”? 


Adam: Well, it’s a lot like the three’s in the way 
that it has hundreds of meanings. 
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Toby Showing off his tattoos 
photo by J. Rock 


Rusty: It all started when we wrote a song called 
“Faster Than The World,” and we were like, “Hey, 
let's call the album ‘E.T.T.W.’” One night in the 
van we Sat there and wrote hundreds of meanings 
for it. So we decided every interview we do we 
would give a different meaning, like “Finally Taste 
The Water,” etc. 


Adam: We each have our favorite meanings, like 
mine is “Found The Truth Within.” 


Rusty: There are three different songs on the record 
with “E.T.T.W.,” “Faster Than The World,” "Found 
The Truth Within,” and “Follow The Three Way." 


Adam: We also came up with “Fun To Touch 
Women,” and “Fun Touring The World” and the 
list goes on and on. 


Brut: Tell me about the line-up, who’s in it now, 
have there been any changes? 


Rusty: Well this is the most significant line-up 
we’ ve had so far. 


Adam: It's been this way for three years. 


Rusty: Well, it basically started with me and Toby, 
and we'd grab a bass player here, and a guitar player 
there, and a drummer. Eventually we did our first 
tour with me, Toby, this kid Eric, and this kid, Max. 
After that we got Todd Friend to play drums, and 
Todd Morse on guitar, and it was that way for about 
nine months, then Eric left the band, and we got 
Adam, and like he said it's been that way for three 
years now. 


Brut: So, Adam, you've a pretty heavy accent, 
where are you from? 


Adam: All over, but I grew up in West London. 
Brut: What about you, Rusty? 


Rusty: All over too: Ohio, N.Y., Maryland, D.C., 
Baltimore, Annapolis, Mass. 


Brut: Going to shows in D.C. as a kid I use to see 
a lot of conflicts between punk-rockers, hardcore 
kids, skinheads, etc. As a band that appeals to a 
wide range of people, do you see a lot of tension in 
your audiences? 


Rusty: The kids just need to realize that they're 
all the same. 


Adam: I haven't seen that kind of small 
mindedness at a show in a long time. I think our 
fans know what we're about and kind of check that 
shit at the door. 


saw punks, skins, skaters, longhai 
people hangin’ out, and we'd all: 
and just have a good time. : 


Adam: It's very important for all of the groups to 
get together, because outside of the scene there's 
really not a lot out there for us, and we NEED to 
stay together. 


Brut Rusty, you mentioned Wilson Center ear- 
lier, what was you guys' first show? 


Rusty: First show ever I think was in "78 and it 
was AC/DC. First punk show, was in '84ish at the 
Wilson Center and it was: Circle Jerks, C.O.C., 
Marginal Man, and Madhouse. 


Adam: My first big show was Iron Maiden; it was 
wicked. I almost lost it that night. First hardcore/ 
punk show was, I know this sounds so new-jack 
compared to Rusty, but it was Quicksand about 
seven or eight years ago. 


Brut: What about first records? 


Rusty: Mine was Queen's “Bohemian Rhapsody" 
seven inch. 


Adam: Mine was Bon Jovi, “Slippery When Wet." 


Brut: So what do we have to look forward to with 
H20? 


Adam: Well, we're working on a home video right 
now, as you can see there's a camera man in the 
corner. Wave to the camera. So tonight we're 


showing some of that, or what's done so far at least. 


[Todd Morse walks in with Tim from Jinx Proof 
Tattoos] 


Rusty: And everyone, don't forget to check out 
Jinx Proof Tattoos! 


Adam: D.C.'s finest tattoo parlor! 


Brut: Taking a break from your sponsor any last 
words for the kids out there? 


in time for your interviews, ог 
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CRYPT, РО. BOX 1076, INVERNESS, CA. 94937 TEL (415) 669-1541 Г» 
FAX (415) 669-1523 EMAIL: cryptrec@concentric.net QI 

: . qifa Hello customers! The eleventh Volume of Teenage R ECO RDS 
Shutdown’s title pretty much sums up this first half year of 
‘99: MOVE IT!! Bando and Micha arrived May 17th in Truckee, Bando LOVED the still-snowy mountains & ice-cold mountain rivers of Truckee - 
BUT, Micha brought me to my senses and made me realize that, yeah, a non-stop winter overkill of snow galore would 1) drive her to“Here’s Johnny!"- 
styled axe attacks on me - and 2) make it damn near impossible to do biz when we get stuck in the Truckee house during a 4-day blizzard... So.... Micha & 
| found this sweet lil’ 1904-built Victorian house rental in the tiny (pop. 1280!) village of INVERNESS, 40 miles north of San Francisco, and on June 30- 
«y July 7, with the great help and sweat of our pals Ray Murphy, Mike & Susanna Mariconda & Monty 
` Buckles & Scott Helmers, we moved 3 trucks fulla warehouse & mailorder stock & clothes & furni- 
ture & computers etc and we WILL STAY HERE and NEVER FUCKING MOVE AGAIN, | hope, 
; cos my BACK & BRAIN can't even THINK of doing this again! 
^, What else? I got BUSTED by the Truckee polizei for driving drunk on April 24th, spent a love- 
sly 14 hours in jail (no buttplug necessary, thank ye!), and lost my driver's license for 6 
z; MONTHS, so it was getting to be a bit of a drag trying to hitch-hike the 7 miles down the 


mountain with an 80-pound bag of mailorder/etc every few days to visit the Truckee post office 
* - 50, the I mile hike to the Inverness p.o. is already a big relief! 


NEW ADDITIONS! 


LP/CD BANTAM ROOSTER LP: "STOMPIN' 26": $9.50 : Real cool new volume! JIMMY 
“The Cross & The Switch- NEWSOME I'm Afraid 1 Love You; SHEP TINGLE Let's Turn 'Em Out 
< blade” (Crypt) LP: $7.00/ СО: Tonight; MONROE CHAPMAN Come Dance With Rudy; BOBBY 
У $10.00 : Dynamic Detroit duo (gui- DECEMBER Invasion; LA VERN BAKER You'd Better Find Yourself B 
tar/drummer) cut loose with LP #2, record- Another Fool; JACK HARRIS Dog Wild; LOWELL FULSOM Stop & 
ed once again with Monsieur Jim Diamond Think; BONNIE GRAHAM Prove 
at the fabulous Ghetto Studios of downtown и Love Me; JIMMY VICK Take 
Detroit, and even featuring the organ Trip; BILLY GARNER Little 
( n stylings of. Mssr J.D. on a few t hool Girl; GEORGE YOUNG 
1 including the Sunday morning con an't Stop Me and much more. 
tran sional booth vibe of 'NEW LIFE' 7”: NOVAS (Norton 
Yasss, 16 new cuts of high-octane $3.50: “The Crusher; Take 7; On 
sh an' drum-thumpin' riffarama! "Safe һе Road Again; My Sin Is My 
oul-Phisticate; Goin’ Cold; Intro Thang; "ride": Both sides of their debut 7 
New Life; Outta My Mind; Tom Skinner; You Ain't plus a-side of their 2nd and a killer 
The Boss Of Me; She Stalker; Shot Dowr JNISSUED version of an 
Catfight; Ghost; Hey Bartendress; Pony Up; Astronauts’ tune! Great pic-sleeve! 
lectricity; Crazy" 7”: SONICS "HOUSE 
LP/CD: TEENAGE | PARTY" (Norton): 
SHUTDOWN (11th $3.50: "Wailers House Party; 
Volume) “MOVE Keep A Knockin’; Think; Hold It 
IT!" LP: $7.50 / CD: Yow! UNISSUED pre-debut Ip 3: 
$10.50 : 18-cut blowout home recordings with surprisingly 
ЕС : #8 of raw, sloppy, inept, pre- hot fidelity! 2 James Brown covers plus Wailers & Lil Richard covers & god- 
snarlpunk frat STOMPERS! PECK’S BAD BOYS "Crazy World", DEADLYS On The Road like pic-sleeve = BUY IT! 
Again", STOMPERS"I Know", BUCCANEERS"Oop Poo Pah Doo", DAVE & THE STONE 


HEARTS "Slow Down", INDIVIDUALS “I WantLove", CHEVRON'S FIVE “Niat Pac | > 2 UNCATEGORIZABLE NUTTI- ; 
Lavram", RETREDS"Johnny Be Good", TWILITERS"Move I", SHONDELLS"Something's i NESS:. An- ITALIAN tribute 


Got A Hold Of Me”, REASON WHY “One More Time”, CREATIONS “Don't Be Mean" 
BOBBY RUNNEL'S FAUX PAS “True Love - Heartaches”, BILL TATMAN & THI CD: “GOOMBA 
RAMPAGERS “Whats Wrong With You", GALAXIES "Gitchy-Gitchy-Goo", BANSHEES PARTY: 1907-1989 
JMS FIVE" Let's Go In 69", ROYAL COACHMEN “Lollipop $13.00: Wacked-out 25-cut 
Ко NECESSARY EVILS “THE SICKO “tribute” to the American 
Ў NSIDE МЕ” (ITR): LP: $7.50 / Italian heritage - Kicks off with 
CD: $11.00: Unquestionably SICK! Great а totally racist piece written by 
4 follow-up to their debut LP, this time around Irving Berlin from 1907: “Hey 
theres a balanced low-end Nick-Knoxian drum Wop! ‚ continues on with early 
thud propelling each tune - KILLS, baby, KILLS! jazzy/musichall cheese b 


Love Handles; Alcohol; Man From Mars; Get It Out Of My Brain; А А " EDDIE MORTON "Mariuch 
Логу Hole; Hale Bopp; Play With Fire; Girl; Butcher's Floor; Make-A The Hootch-a-ma-Kootch", BILLY MURRAY "When Tony 


Ag Brainwasher; Drag Pow Wow Drag; The Gypsy Plays His Drums; An Goes Over The Top”, ISABELLA PATRICOLA "Me No Speaka Good 
Accidental Dose Of Gamma Radiation" English", HAPPINESS BOYS “Pastafazoola”, LOUIS PRIMA 
". 1 > “Baciagaloop” cuts into а 505 C&W italiano by BLACKIE CRAW- 
ee BACK SPAPER BOY 68 COMEBACK 1 FORD*Mariuch”, smokey 505 blues by BIG WALTER “Hello Maria", an ultra-cheese italian take of “Baby Face" 
— BLUES” (SFTRI): 8 ры $ by RICKY VALLO, more cheese by PHIL BRITO“My Goomba Lanza”, puke-inducing “r&r” by DON CARROLL 
— | $7.00: YEEHAHHH! talian R&R”& CASUAL THREES"Be Bop Way Maria", ЗАМ SAMSON’s“Squeeze Me Pretty Маша”, the great 

ах instro take of “Volare” by J J JONES, a bunch of PIZZA crooners: VINNY DELL RAY “Memories Are Made ОГ 


Found probably the last copies available of this supposed to be long out of lt мы : ns Aet ө ќа 
print masterpiece! The best they ever did, simply а perfect record! "A Pizza, etc - AND. the UNBELIEVABLE 1989 “rap” of BOBBY BRACCIOLA “I'm А Spaggone"!!! 


Little Bitch; In My Dreams; Drinkin’ Wine Spo-Dee-O-Dee; Paper Boy KILLER BOOK for a boozey summer 


Blues; Tennesse Rock'n'Roll; Half Breed". BUY OR DIE! ET n 9. д Е ar) rum 
10”: BASEBALL FURIES “ALL-AMERICAN PSY- BOOK: “BEACHBUM BERRY'S GROG 106 3 $9.25: Fantas cipe book for Mai t 1 
olynesian drinks, etc! This is the shit, baby! A PERFECT cata- 


» 1 е G " ^ ЗА 2 N ч . . 
CHO” (Flying Bomb) $6.50: Goddamned DEADLY, BALI эр for summertime kicks & drunken thrills! WEIGHT = 1 LP 


Ue UTERIS — ——4, OUT, RAW-ASSED BLAS’ : Ў 
4 | Е ING 8-song mutha of a 10", 8 А ( % 
BASEBAL і. EASILY blowing away their БЕ | : NEW ADDRESS! 
=r CRYPT RECORDS, 


: T's! 8 cuts, ALL of em 
GREAT! Goddamn does this 
ucking RIP! title cut, Murder Solution, Rapid 
"ire Attack, Filthy Fun, Bow To Me, Last Man, р 0 BOR 1076 
Tunnel Vision, Black-Eyed Woman. . Г) 
TEL (419) 669 - 1541 
FAK (415) 669 -1523 


LP: V.A. "STOMPIN VOL 25": 
$9.50: This is The Action!! Real rockin’ vol- 
ume with LARRY HANNA Good Lovin; 
CLAUDE ROBINSON Cotton Pickin Mama; 
3LANCHE THOMAS You Ain't So Such A 
Much; SAMMY JOHNS & DEVILLES Making 
Tracks; BILL MATE Parlez Vous L'Franeais; H GILLESPIE My Daddy Told Me; TEDDY 
REYNOLDS Louise; DOC STARKES א‎ NITERIDERS Lookin' For My Baby; Love Me Like 
Crazy; JOHN GREER Honey, Why; and more. EXCELLENT!!! 
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АА INTERVIEW WITH SAL CANZONIERI ОР 
ЗАЩ Wi Wy mm 
‚ ELECTRIC ee - 


I remember first 
reading about a 
new old-school 
punk rock band 
from New Jersey 
called Electric 
Frankenstein in the 
usual magazines 
(MRR, Flipside, 
etc.) about 5 years 
or so ago. Said to 
be carrying the 
same torch once 
borne by the Dead 
Boys, Thunders’ 
Heartbreakers, the 
Ramones, etc., I 
recall thinking 
"Hmmm....definitely 
a band to check 
out". I remember 
looking for their 
45's in all the 
shops I frequented, 
only to finally find 
“105 All Moving Faster" /"Coolest Little Monster" one 
day. While the A-side was a smokin', hard-drivin' gen- 
u-wine classic punk anthem, the B-side was downright 
bizarre - former very late night television ghoul 
Zacherley on vocals, performing what could only be 
called a novelty song (remember them from the 50’s?). 
What kind of band was this? As time passed, and I kept 
finding more and more Electric Frankenstein 45's, it 
became evident that, to the extent that the Zacherley B- 
side was a one-shot aberration, the great A-side was 

ot....these guys write great punk/rock & roll songs, and 
they play each one like their lives depend on it. 


5 


0 


Originally formed (and still based) in New Jersey in 
1992, the core of the band has always been guitarists 
Sal Canzonieri and Jim Foster, along with Sal’s brother 
Dan on bass (although Dan was out of the band from 
10/95 to 6/96). They’ ve gone through multiple singers 
(Steve Miller, then Scott Wilkens, formerly of Verbal 
Abuse, then Rik L.Rik as a “guest vocalist", then back 
to Steve Miller again) and drummers (4 or 5, the latest 
being Rob Sefcik). This is NOT a bunch of kids out to 


make a quick 
buck making 
music - each of 
the band mem- 
bers has about 20 
years experience 
in a wide variety 
of bands (the 
best known be- 
ing Sal's The 
Thing, Jim’s 
Adrenaline OD, 
and Steve M.'s 
Crash Street 
Kids), and it 
shows in their re- 
corded products 
and live shows. 


EF has got to be 
one of the most 
prolific bands in 
the history of 
| rock & roll. 

. Without going 
through the band's entire discography, which would 
take many pages, EF has put out about 25 to 30 singles/ 
45's (give or take 2 or 3, including singles split with 
other bands), about a dozen CD’s/LP’s (including, to- 
date, 4-5 full-length live shows, NOT including boot- 
legs), and contributed cuts/songs on another two dozen 
or so compilation CD’s/LP’s.... for countless record 
labels (17-18 alone just for the 45's). While most of 
their songs are original, they've also shown impeccable 
taste in song covers - Naked Raygun, Crime, Misfits, 
Motorhead, Fun Things, Dead Boys, Dictators, etc. 
They also have no problem with fans taping their shows 
and bootlegging the results - provided they get copies 
themselves. 


In spite ofthe HUGE quantity of recorded outputs, they 
only recently went into the studio for the first time with 
the intent to record a full-length album. In spite of 
how good their previous full-length efforts have been 
(especially the first two, “Time Is Now", and “EF Con- 
quers The World"), they were essentially compilations 
of multiple recording sessions. The brand new release, 
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“How To Make A Monster", recorded for the Vic- 
tory label, is their most coherent and best-realized 
full-length CD as a result. 


Another issue which is raised in the interview be- 
low is the amazing artwork that graces the covers 
of EF's LP's/CD's and 45's. Coop, Frank Kozik, 
Rob Orzechowski (Cracked magazine), Mark 
Devito (Metallica covers), and other well-known 
artists have all contributed covers to the band. In 
addition to saturating the market with their 
recorded outputs, the band, primarily 
through spokesman Sal C., has granted what 
appears to be hundreds of interviews. We 
were amazed by the quantity of materials 
we received from EF in preparation for this 
interview. (It almost appears as if Sal may 
be trolling the streets, grabbing bystanders 
and making them interview him.....such is 
the abundance of EF in print in music 
magazines!....speaking of which, let's go to 
the interview). 


We understood that Sal was getting ready 
to go to a birthday party for his brother-in- 
law, but he agreed to talk with us for awhile 
first. 

BRUTARIAN - We don't want to take you 
away from your party too long, so we'll start 
asking you some questions.....we understand 
you and the band just got back from Europe 
about 2 weeks ago. How was it? 

SAL C. - Well, it was way beyond most peoples' 
expectations. Me, I knew how many records we 
had sold over there, so I kind of had a hint about it, 
but I still had my fingers crossed. When we got 
there, it was jam packed everywhere, every show 
was overflowing. At Stuttgart, 400 people couldn't 
even get in the show! Seven cop cars came with 
the German Shepherds, and the people threw 
bottles at them. 

BRUT - Wow! 

SAL - 2,000 people came to see us at a festival in 
Sweden, 3,000 at a Finnish festival.....It's pretty 
emotional when you get on stage in front of sev- 
eral thousand people, when you're used to playing 
shitty New York, and they know your songs, they're 
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screaming song titles at you, and they know the 
lyrics! 

BRUT - 2 or 3,000 for you, or for the whole festi- 
val? 

SAL - Well, there were about 15,000 people at the 
Finnish festival, and 35,000 in Sweden. The area 
we were playing in was enclosed under a giant tent, 
and it was totally filled. They estimated the num- 
ber of people in there, and they said it was about 
3,000. 


BRUT - You must have felt very gratified, after 
all these years.... 

SAL - Yes, it was a lot of fun! In Madrid, we got 
on MTV, and got to lip-synch 2 songs from the 
new album, and we got interviewed. In Barcelona, 
Salvador Dali's last assistant did a photo shoot with 
us, and it was pretty cool.....we saw Marilyn 
Manson and Traci Lord photos on his wall, and 
that was cool, being in the same company! 
BRUT - All things considered, we're kind of sur- 
prised that you don't get 3,000 people coming to 
your shows over here in the U.S. We've been look- 
ing through the pile of materials you sent us. You 
take a lot of time talking to the folks that want to 
talk with you, you're constantly doing interviews 


and it just seems there are prob lya 
reading about the band... _ 

SAL - Well, I think th 

is - there are too 


under bud to 

ally, a lot of the pl 

can hold like 1,0 1,500 Pople 
BRUT (JO) - The first time I saw you g 

a little dunghole in Baltimore call 
Lane....there were maybe 150 people, 

120 degrees in the place.....I’m getting up in years, 
so I’m seated on the couch they have there, and 
Scott, your singer then, is yelling at me throughout 


the set to get off the couch and get on the floor....I 


have the whole thing on videotape! 
SAL - That's cool...... 

BRUT - Getting back to Europe for. just a 
second.....a friend of mine who just spent some time 
over in Sweden with the Hellacopters, told me that 
they won the equivalent of Grammy award : 
there! 
SAL - They did, I think the awards may have even 
been called Grammies, and you know - they helped 
us; one of them wore our T-shirt on the Grammy 
show there that night! Shortly after that, some of 
our songs started getting played as background 
music on several Swedish television shows...we’re 
getting royalty checks from ASCAP for Swedish 
TV shows! Then we. started getting played on 
Swedish radio. In Finland, we've been #1 for a 
long time on several radio tions - which, I think, 
is why there were ! 8 

see us. 


punk was fading : 


| mentioned | that we had been 
ad | lay din Slovenia in differ- 


played there! 
- we're unfa- 


ег.. With that band - 

and hardcore had become just 
ed, and we were, like going to Live Skull 

shows, hanging out with people like Lydia Lunch 
and Foetus.....and I got the idea of mixing classi- 
cal music and jazz, with punk, metal and hardcore. 
The songs were written in suites, like classical 
music, and it was jazz chording but with power 
chord structure... We improvis ite a bit as we 
were playing, and it became a r y loud, power- 
ful, kind of mesmerizing mu 
they were getting hypnotized 
listening to us...and not only 
kind of stuff where the soun 
like visually, and this w 
bie was doing this kind o 
stuff, we would have the whole 


then have buckets of pigs blood dripping on top- BRUT - Yeah, but they haven’t paid us in years! 


less people....all while we were playing! So...well, they haven’t paid a lot of people!.... You 
BRUT - And what about the nude dancing vam- gotta go to Tower. ГИ be glad to send you a bunch 
pire women? of back issues. 


SAL - Yeah, we had nude women dancing, and, SAL- Yeah, Га love to have them! The few issues 


between the songs, we showed little 
pieces of horror movies. The people 
from White Zombie came to see me 
right before they moved to California, 
and they wondered if they could bor- 
row some of the ideas. They were one 
of my favorite bands, and I said “Sure, 
no problem! I’m not going anywhere 
in New York with this!” 

BRUT - You were in The Thing and 
Electric Frankenstein at the same time 
for awhile? 

SAL - Yeah, for a short period of 
time....during "91, I was writing songs 
for EF. Toward the end of '92, I stopped 
doing The Thing, but kept going with 
EF. 

BRUT - Where can we find The Thing's 
records? 

SAL - There's a 12 inch Peel Session 
album available via the internet. Also, 
a store in New York called Generation 
has it. 

BRUT - Yeah, we've been there, we 
know the place! 

SAL - It’s under the letter ^E" there, la- 
beled “Pre-Electric Frankenstein". 
There’s also an album that’s out of print 
that came out on Contempo Records 
from Florence, Italy, called “From An- 
other World”, as in “The Thing From 
Another World”. Then there are 2 
singles on Noiseville Records, I'm 
pretty sure they're available from the 
internet. Oh, and there's a 10 incher on 
Mint Tone Records. I think I still have 
a box of those at home. I can send you 
guys a copy if you can't find it. 


that I have - I was impressed by the 
covers and the layout and....I was just 
reading your interview with Nashville 


BRUT (DS) - They're friends of 
mine...well, they were...but they prob- 
ably could be again! What do you think 
about them getting nominated for a 
Grammy for Best Heavy Metal song? 
Wasn't that strange? 

SAL - That was good, they're really 
real...and it's kind of shocking they're 
on a major label... 

BRUT - And speaking of your liking 
our covers, the artwork on most of your 
albums and CD's is just amazing! 
Where do you meet artists like Coop 
and (Frank) Kozik? 

SAL - All these people, these artists, 
they're actually fans of the band! Just 
this month alone, I’ ve gotten 3 E-Mails 
from really good artists who'd like to 
do a cover for us. Coop - I went to his 
art gallery show and introduced my- 
self, and he volunteered to do a cover, 
he said that Frankenstein is his favor- 
ite monster. Coop, Kozik, all of these 
guys, they pretty much grew up on the 
same things I did, and they all love the 
Frankenstein monster, so they all want 
to do artwork that way. Alan Forbes, 
Kozik, Coop, El Jefe,..... 

BRUT - What about the guy from 
CRACKED? 

SAL - That guy? I always loved MAD 
magazine and CRACKED....when we 
were at Get Hip, I saw that some of 
their covers were being done by that 


BRUT- Maybe we'll send you some back issues guy from CRACKED, so I asked for his phone 


of Brutarian, and you can send us the record. number. When I called him, it turned out he'd al- 
SAL - I pick up some issues at See Hear in New ready heard of the band, and he was interested, as 
York somebody had played him one of our CD's. 
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BRUT (DS) - As a personal note apart 
from this interview, could I get his phone 
number from you? His name is Rob some- 
thing-or-other.....' m interested in talking 
to him for the magazine... 

SAL - Yeah, Rob Orzechowsi, he's really 
great, he lives in New Jersey. 

(At this point, the home phone number of 
Mr. Orzechowsi is given out...) 

BRUT - Next question - the new album 
(“How To Make A Monster")...first off, 
it’s great! It's definitely one of the best 
things of '99, in addition to being, in my 
opinion, the best thing you guys have ever 
done. 

SAL - Yeah, we worked very hard on this 
one. 

BRUT - Question - It seems to be so much 
more cohesive than any full-length CD 
you've done in the past. Is this the first 
time you've actually gone into the studio, 
planning to make a full-length album? (As op- 
posed to prior albums, which appear to be either 
compilations of 45's of maybe a couple of 5-6 song 
EP's thrown together.) 

SAL - Right, it is. In the past, we'd do like 6 songs 
at a time, and then, when the time came to do an 
album, we'd throw together a bunch of old 
45's...and a lot of this was due to the labels just 
being cheap. Before we went with Victory, we 
specifically told them that we wanted to do a seri- 
ous album. For just the songwriting alone, we spent 
about a year. And we ended up eliminating a good 
number of songs to get down to what we felt were 
the best 10 or 12. And then - instead of spending a 
day recording and a day mixing, like we used to, 
we spent 4 days recording, 2 weeks mixing, and 
another 2 weeks mastering, so we really spent a 
lot of time...and it seems to show...because 
everybody's writing great things about it. 

BRUT - We haven't seen anybody slagging any- 
thing about it yet. Question - I heard a vinyl copy 
of the new LP in Reptilian Records in Baltimore, 
that had a bunch of snippets from old Universal 
horror movies between the songs....I understand 
this stuff was only in the promo copies. What hap- 
pened? 


- HOW ТО MAKE 
Й MONSTER 


SAL - They made us take them off. 

BRUT - A copyright thing? 

SAL - No, not really....Universal is kind of in 
shambles since being bought by Seagrams. No one 
can get ahold of the right offices there anymore. 
Daryl Karloff had given me permission to do any- 
thing I wanted with this.... 

BRUT - Boris' daughter? 

SAL - Yes...she knows we're big fans, and she 
said as long as I’m respectful, she'll let us use 
it....but the stupid pressing plant that did the CD's 
wouldn't do it...now the vinyl copies, it should be 
included on the vinyl version, they were made in a 
different place. 

BRUT - So the vinyl LP's have all the old Univer- 
sal stuff? 

SAL - Yeah. 

BRUT (JO) - Good, ГИ have to go buy one now. 
BRUT (DS) - And you're talking to a guy that has 
everything you've ever recorded. 

BRUT (JO) - At last count, I was missing one song 
- the cover of that Crime song, "Frustration". 
(NOTE: Have since gotten it!) 

SAL - That was a B-side to the “Clock-wise” 45. 
You know, at one point, I was getting over 100 
letters and E-Mails a week from people who said 
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they couldn’t find our records anywhere in stores. 
It’s now about 100 a month, so it’s slowed down. 
And some people think we put out too many 
records. Our fans demand them. 

BRUT (JO) - Yeah, at one point, I remember tell- 
ing Dom that, on my bi-weekly jaunts to Baltimore 
and Reptilian Records, it was almost guaranteed 
that Га always find a new 45 or CD by the Candy 
Snatchers, Hellacopters, or Electric Frankenstein. 
You guys ARE prolific as Hell! 

SAL - And nobody’s picking on those two bands 
for having a lot of records out! I learned this from 
Rocket From the Crypt and Man or Astroman? and 
some other bands - we talk strategy, and...how do 
you make your band popular when no label’s re- 
ally backing you up and there’s little money? 
BRUT - How do you? 

SAL - Well, we did it! We've sold over 100,000 
records. 

BRUT - Do you guys put out at least one single 
per month? 

SAL - We're in the studio a lot, and we're always 
writing. Yes, we put out a lot of product by the 
band continually....it's called “saturation market- 
ing". 

BRUT - Getting back to the other 2 bands I just 
mentioned....I don't think that the Candy Snatch- 
ers and Hellacopters are viewed as quite as pro- 
lific as you guys because of one thing - neither band 
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| | has too many CD’s out - where EF has quite 
a few live shows out on CD..... 

SAL - Yeah, but the Hellacopters have lots 
of live CD’s out over in Europe, which, I 
guess, don’t make their way over here. 
BRUT - Where do you come up with your 
ideas? You have a lot of records out, and a 
lot of songs. Where do you draw from? 
SAL - Well, actually, we record every 
week....and I think a lot of this just comes 
from everybody’s experience. Each of the 
band members has been playing for at least 
20 years in various bands. I’ve been play- 
ing in bands since I was 15, and I’m 39 this 
year....and everybody in the band’s like this. 
We have a deep love of music. I’ve been 
playing music all the time, I play records 
constantly. I was a DJ for 4 years, and I 
owned a record store for a couple of years. New 
Jersey itself is just so music-oriented, and every- 
thing there is just inspiring...there’s also the New 
York/New Jersey thing, it’s sorta like the LA/San 
Francisco thing. We write about things like that, 
and about the people we meet in New York, the 
different personalities. Then, there’s the monster 
movies...which have always been a big thing in 
New Jersey ever since the 50’s, I think, because of 
all the horror movie hosts that have been here, like 
Zacherley. 

BRUT - Who did you guys have besides 
Zacherley? 

SAL - God, there were a whole bunch of them, I 
can’t remember a lot of the names from when I 
was 5 or 6 years old. They had Chiller Theater on 
Channel 11, and one on Channel 9, and Zacherley, 
he was on Channel 13, the PBS station, out of 
Newark. When I was a kid, watching everything 
in black & white, he had a show called “Zacherley’s 
Horror House” - it was like an American Band- 
stand kind of show with a horror movie thing. He 
had a haunted house with cobwebs and monsters 
in every corner, and dead bodies in nooses and stuff 
....ап he had bands playing on the balcony. The 
kids would dance amongst all 
the cobwebs underneath the 
balcony. 

BRUT - That's great! 


SAL - All local kids...and I saw local bands on the 
show like Richard and The Young Lions, a really 
cool band. And big bands like The Standells would 
also be on the show. It was really an inspiring show. 
It was one of the things that inspired me to want to 
play in a band. When we were kids, it was Fa- 
mous Monsters magazine and Dr. Seuss that really 
inspired me. The moment I read “One Fish Two 
Fish Red Fish Blue Fish’, I knew I had to draw, 
and this is when I was 5 or 6. Then, I wanted to 
play guitar once I saw the Zacherley show. Later, 
there were the monster models and Rat Fink.....you 
know, the Misfits were from New Jersey, and you 
can see the same influences there. It’s like it all 
fermented in our heads. 

BRUT - You know, it’s funny considering 
Zacherley was hosting this show and got exposed 
to all these rock & roll bands. I was reading in an 
interview that, when you had him sing on the single 
(“Coolest Little Monster"), he couldn't really sing, 
so you had to slow him down and get him to talk. 
You'd think he would have learned how to fake it 
after all these years. 

SAL - We tried to get him to sing along with us in 
our studio, because we usually play our songs live 
in the studio. He has his own studio, and what he 
did for his part 
was - he added 
it to a tape of 
the backing 
track. The 
intro, the 
middle and the 
outro were 
done at the nor- 
mal speed. For 
his parts, the 
slowed down 
ones - the pro- 


ducer sang 
along with 
us....then 


Zacherley sang 
on top of 
that...so you're 
really hearing 
both voices. 


BRUT - Question about recent 
product - Electric Frankenstein 
2000 - I got the two 45's by this 
band, which, I believe, is the band, 
minus Jim (Foster), with Steve 
(Miller) playing lead guitar. 

SAL - And there's more coming.... 
BRUT - Is that going to be an ongoing thing? Is it 
primarily an outlet for Steve to play guitar? 

SAL - There's a couple of reasons....first, Victory 
doesn't want Electric Frankenstein to be doing all 
the singles for all the different labels....but we said 
that we're doing it anyway. Also, we're going to 
be doing stuff with guests and friends of ours. And 
we're doing some things a little more creative than 
the usual band output. And again, we're doing it 
for the fans, who keep asking for more stuff. And 
we also have so much artwork that hasn't been used 
yet, and we have a lot of great people whose work 
we want to use - which we'll use on the singles. 
The singles have been without Jim, because his 
work schedule doesn't allow him to get into the 
studio with us anytime we feel like it. We're re- 
cording every week. He might do a solo single 
called EF2001, maybe with the old drummer, John 
Steele, and without me, Steve, and Dan - to retali- 
ate. We're doing 
one soon with 
Howie Pyro of 
Dgeneration on 
the bass part. We 
may take turns not 
being in one of 
the EF2000 
records. 

BRUT - I saw 
somewhere that 
you were plan- 
ning on recording 
with more guest 
vocalists - Joey 
Ramone was spe- 
cifically men- 
tioned. 

SAL - Yeah, but 
he's too busy to sit 
down with us. 
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We’re going to see him pretty 
soon. We’re gonna write a 
couple of songs and record 
them without the vocals, and 
let him hear them and see if 
™ he can come up with some- 
thing to do. I guess we'll eventually wind up put- 
ting it out. When he first asked us if we wanted to 
do something with him, we all said “Sure!” But 
since then, we’ve all been so busy. Our band’s 
career has escalated so fast that we’ re flying around 
all over the place now. It’s hard to be in one place 
at the same time. I definitely want to do some- 
thing like that for fun; Гуе asked a lot of different 
people - like I asked Jello Biafra, Barry from the 
Necros and Big Chief, I’ve asked all these people, 
and most of them thought I was crazy to even care 
about them. What I eventually want to do is put 
out everything we do like this in an album called 
“Friends of the Deceased” one day. 
BRUT - Another question - Your “Fistfull of Rock 
& Roll” compilation....how's it coming? 
SAL - Really good. Kerrang!!! in April did a 4 
page article on it already. There's a lot of interest 
in it. 100 bands responded. 
BRUT - Sounds like you have enough for 3 or 4 
CD's there. 
SAL - You had to be a rock & roll punk band to be 
on it...and the theme was you had to be influenced 
by the Stooges, MCS, as well as KISS, AC/DC, 
and the Dead Boys, you know what I mean? The 
Dictators, that whole thing, you had to be equally 
influenced by rock & roll as well as punk. With 
all those bands that responded, I had to really re- 
think this....because I couldn't really find one shitty 
band among this group...I really like all of them. I 
went to different labels, and a bunch of them were 
fighting over it. I settled on Caroline Records, 
who's going to be distributing and manufacturing 
and TB Records who put out Nebula and Chrome 
Locust, they're going to be actually putting it out, 
Volume 1 and 2, so far. I have about 25 bands on 
each Volume, and what I did was interesting - I 
have about half unreleased songs and the other half 
rare songs. Half of it will be new bands that no 
one's heard of, and half will be bands that every- 
body knows. The moment I played the tape of what 
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I had so far, the label people were all ecstatic. They 
loved it...and I was a DJ, so I know how to do the 
programming so the songs all fit together. I dis- 
covered some amazing bands that are just 
fantastic.....there's a great Stooges-kind of band 
from Alabama called Rocket City Riot, and from 
Florida, there's an amazing band called Nutrajet, 
they sound like a cross between the Psychedelic 
Furs and The Stooges. 

BRUT - God, I can't even imagine how they would 
sound - The Stooges with Richard Butler? 

SAL - Another interesting thing - a film company 
that does documentaries is doing a documentary 
to go with the record. So after my records come 
out, they're going to release that on video. It'll 
probably be a DVD with everything. 


BRUT - “The Making of A Fistfull of R&R”? 
SAL - Yeah...and the film has got us in it, along 
with all the bands on the comp. The producer, 
Patricia Rose, asks each band how they survive in 
the music scene, with rock & roll being on the 
defensive.....instead of it being the other way 
around. And it's really interesting, it has bands 
from all over the country. I’ve seen what's she's 
done so far, and it's really cool. I think it'll do 
well, and a lot of good bands will finally get the 
chance to be heard. 

BRUT - Well, we want to let you get back to your 
party....maybe one or two more questions. First, 
let me have your address, so I can send you the 


back issues. (At this point, Sal gives Dom his ad- 


dress...) 


BRUT (DS) - What part of Italy are we talking 


about, as far as your forbearers? 

SAL - My mother is from Barri (Barre?), 
and her ancestors are from Milan. My 
father is Sicilian. (At this point, the con- 
versation becomes liberally peppered 
with a multitude of Italian words that I 
will not even attempt to spell.....along 
with a debate as to whether Sicilians are 
really Italian or not...as well as a dis- 
cussion of various regions of Italy.......I 
will not bore the readers with the con- 
tents.... ) 

BRUT (DS) - Any more questions, 
John? 

BRUT (JO) - Actually, I do have one - 
why no pictures of the band until the re- 
cent LP?...or have you answered that, as 
far as the artwork you have? SAL - Well, 
I am sitting on a lot of great artwork, as 
I said, but also - I remember the old 
Surfer bands never put their pictures on 
their records, and people wondered “who 
are these guys?" And even the Misfits 
didn't put their pictures on their early re- 
leases. I didn't want us to the focal point, 
I wanted the music to be the focal point. 
Plus - a lot of people pick up a record, 
look at the picture, and say “look at these 
idiots", then they put it down. I want 
the music to speak for itself. 

BRUT - Yeah, I didn't know which gui- 
tarist you were before asking a friend of 
mine....whether you were the tall one 
with the Les Paul Junior or the short one 
with the Les Paul. 

SAL - I’m the one with the Les Paul. 
BRUT - Which leads me to yet another 
question - the name of the band....is it 
from your love of horror movies, from 
Stiv Bators' pre-Dead Boys band, Fran- 
kenstein.... 

SAL - There’s a lot of reasons - I’m into 


a whole bunch of disciplines together. The name 
comes from (1) the pre-Dead Boys band; (2) my 
love of horror movies; (3) in Italy, when I was a 
kid in Milan, there was aclub called “Electric Fran- 
kenstein"; and (4) a total coincidence, 
there was a band called that - Electric 
Frankenstein, in Italy in 1968, started by 
the guitar player from Colosseum. They 
frequented this club and named them- 
selves after it. 

BRUT - Actually, I was wondering if the 
band got the name from your other gui- 
tarist, Jim - who looks kinda like the Fran- 
kenstein monster! 

SAL - You're not the first one to suggest 
that! He WAS in a band called “Lurch” 
at one point. After Adrenaline OD, he was 
in that band. He has lots of tapes from all 
of his bands that are all good, but he won't 
let anybody release them. 

BRUT - Last question - what can we ex- 
pect from EF in terms of marketing promo 
products? I have EF buttons, refrigerator 
magnets, a cloth patch, in addition to pic- 
ture disks, colored vinyl releases, etc....... 
SAL - We're thinking about what to in- 
clude in upcoming releases..... 

(At this point, the tape runs out. Among 
the last items discussed - Sal’s taste in 
guitars (he likes Gibsons; he does not like 
Fenders); why they record for Victory (it 
seems to favor less rock & roll bands and 
more junk noise type of stuff, we think - 
but they agreed to EF's terms more than 
the other labels, and they're going more 
and more toward R&R); and a harrowing 
story of EF running into a car wreck while 
on their way to a show in Baltimore, re- 
sulting in Sal saving a young woman's 
life....sadly, it's not on tape!) 


the idea of convergence....probably because I have 
a Behavioral Science degree from college...that's 
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e-mail us at: trashpal@erols.com 


FOR FANS OF EXTRAORDINARY FILMS 


SHOCKING meas 


EXPLOITATION, SLEAZE, SAMURAI, 
WESTERN, HAMMER, REDEMPTION, ASIAN, 
DOLEMITE, T-SHIRTS, RARE & UNCUT VIDEOS, IMPORTED 
SOUNDTRACKS, SOMETHING WEIRD, DVDS, AND MUCH MORE! THOU- 
SANDS OF ITEMS TO CHOSE FROM! WE HAVE THE PRICES, SERVICE, AND SELECTION 
YOU WANT! SEND $5 ($7 FOREIGN) FOR OUR HUGE NEWLY UPDATED 1999/2000 
CATALOG. VIEW IT ONLINE AT OUR WEBSITE! ALL MAJOR CREDIT CARDS ACCEPTED! 


SHOCKING IMAGES THE OFFICIAL WEBSITES 
PO BOX 601972 Dept. BRUTARIAN FOR LUCIO FULCI, JEAN 


SACRAMENTO, СА. 95860 USA 
PHIFAX: (916) 974-0175 ROLLIN, & DOLEMITE! 


info@shockingimages.com www .shockinqimages.com 
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Brian D. Horrorwitz, Proprietor 


WE ARE #21.: 


NEW AND USED VIDEOTAPES 
Jess Franco's "Lust For Frankenstein" Limited edition director's cut! 


Only 100 made! 


"COLLECTORS" VIDEOTAPES! 
HUNDREDS OF TITLES $15.00 and under! 
"Lathe Of Heaven", "The Vij", Horror! Exploitation!! Rock-N-Roll!!! 


HARD-TO-FIND CD'S 8 LP'S 

"Mack Daddies 8 Foxy Mama's..." 70's Blaxploitation radio ad comp.! 

"Banana Splits" "Criswell Predicts" "Double-face / Devil's Nightmare" 
"Camille 2000" "Vampyros Lesbos" picture disc 

SOUNDTRACKS and STRANGE MUSIC(K)! USED LP'S! 


ORIGINAL MOVIE POSTERS, STILLS and LOBBY-CARDS! 
Domestic and foreign exploitation! Autographed stuff too!! 


BOOKS, MAGS, TOYS AND CRAP! 


SEND $5.00 ($6.00 OUTSIDE OF U.S.) FOR OUR BIG-ASS CATALOGUE #3 AND UPDATES TO: 
TRASH PALACE, P.O. BOX 2565, DEPT. BRT, SILVER SPRING, MD 20915 USA 
or visit our website at http://www.trashpalace.com 

call us at 301-681-4625 


ROTTEN COTTON 


co GRAPHICS = 


FUCK 
NUNS 


TS! 
The ₪051 Еискед-ир Shirts ом 
the рламеќ! Order а copy of 
our catalog +одау ами see Why 
the World fears us! 


ATTN STORES: WE WHOLESAL 


ROTTEN COTTON GRAPHICS 
| PO BOX 3315 
ANTIOCH CA 94531-3315 
PH: (925) 778-5715 


OR VISIT OUR SHIT-ASS WEB SITE: 
wuu. rottencotton.com 


Our new layout person, an ador- 
able and extremely attractive 
young woman (who for some un- 
earthly reason betrays not the 
slightest interest in Mr. Fide), has 
requested that Ozzy get with the 
program and start letting our 
dwindling readership know about 
the cool movie related web-sites 
that are floating out there in the 
ether. Okay, here’s one: 
SHOCKING IMAGES 
(www.shockingimages.com), a 
mail order company specializing 
in sleaze, horror and exploitation. 
That includes Hammer and Hong 
Kong flicks and groovy t-shirts 
and obscure Eurotrash 
soundtracks and, well, you get 
the idea. Oz can personally tes- 
tify that the videos come nicely 
packaged and are, in almost all 
cases, beautifully transferred. No 
grainy, washed-out images for 
this guy. The site itself is a joy 
to look at and, get this, is up- 


#2 МОЕ NEW BLOCKBUSTER SERIE 


TAILOR MADE FOR OUR DISCRIMINATING HUDSON 


PATRONS. THIS iS A DYNAMITE VIOLENT 


MIXED COMBO YOU WON'T WANT TO MISSI eR 


starving 
RED BARON 
THE BLACK SUPERS 


AVON HUDSON |с эл oe sore 


ADULTS 
ONLY - 


dated almost every day. That’s 
right. Every day. This young 
man has quit his mindless, low- 
paying job just to keep you Web- 
surfers happy. For this reason 
alone he deserves your support. 
Another reason is that he puts out 
a mag in connection with his site 
that is pretty boss. Over fifty re- 
views of psychotronic film and 
interviews with trash mavens like 
Tura Santana and profiles of cult 
directors like Lucio Fulci. Five 
dollars will get you the smart 
little catalog (Box 601972, Sac- 
ramento, CA 95860). 


Hey, they’ve finally done it: 
started а B- MOVIE CHANNEL 
(www.b-moviechannel.com/). 
That’s right, all that public do- 
main stuff that the advertisers in 
FilmFax claim they own, it’s now 
on cable. Yes, the folks at B- 
Movie hired a lawyer and discov- 
ered, much to their delight, that 
putting your logo on a 
flick, the copyright to 
which has lapsed, is a form 
of CONSUMER FRAUD! 
So they went straight 
ahead, started a television 
company and created this 
way cool web domain for 
your edification and 
amusement. Said domain 
has weekly updates, inter- 
views with talentless no- 


bodies (cult figures to you), a 
video supermarket and lots of 
boss pix. Veteran web surfers are 
likely to be disappointed with the 
de minimis graphic style of the 
Channel people and its relatively 
skimpy content; but golly gee, 
let’s give this group a break; 
they’ ve just set this darn thing up. 
Oz is quite sure that in time, this 
will be one of the hottest desti- 
nations on the Net. Read on, 
what follows is important . . . 


Ozzy's impeccable, 
fool-proof rating system: А 


е! stinko, flat upon opening 


barely worth interupting em 
a good piss for 


ok, but leave the stereo Ёа 4 7 
оп іп the backround i TA ER 
not bad МЕ 


hot shit, skip the „„ 
x-files for this ₪ 


whoneeds ЕЁ Ж Em 
beer? АЛУ & 
geek heaven 
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WHATEVER 


"*Yeah-huh buddy!” as the rednecks are wont to say 
around here when galvanized: a tragi-comedy con- 
cerning the trials and tribulations of two white trash 
teenagers from northern Jersey. Anna and Brenda 
are their names and one is plain (but with full, ex- 
quisitely shaped breasts), the other lovely. One is 
an intellectual artist, the other a dopey alcoholic 
of loose virtue. One dresses like a hooker from 
Trenton, the other sports a grunge look. Yeah, 
you get it, the two are as different as different 
can be; still, you know how it is when you're 
an adolescent, you want to hang out with the 
in crowd, even if they are rather a bore and 
all of them are obviously going nowhere fast. 
Remember though, this is north Jersey, so the 
beautiful people are bikers, small time crimi- 
nals and high school drug addicts. Anna, the 
non-looker, knows this; nevertheless, she gets 
such a high from being with Brenda, from 
wanting to be like Brenda. Brenda Brenda 
Brenda. Nothing else matters. Not her pos- 
sible scholarship to Cooper Union Art School. 
Not her mother's worsening alcoholism. Not 
her failing grades in high school. Quit try- 
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ing. Quit living. Get drunk and high everyday. 
Fool around with guys who could give a hoot about 
you. What does it matter? What does any of it 
matter? Ah, but Anna's got talent. She's smart 
too. And there's her art teacher (Frederic Forrest 
in a nice turn as a wigged-out beat) to remind her 
that she's in possession of both qualities. Anna 
pulls out of her downward spiral eventually; be- 
fore she does, however, the audience is treated to 
an engrossing and fairly moving coming-of-age 
story. (Video Vault) 


LE TROU 


Ya wanna see where Don Siegel got most his ideas 
for Escape From Alcatraz? Right here, from this 
obscure French prison flick also known as The 
Hole. Unlike Siegel's pic however, the putative 
hero of this celluloid masterwork is Gerard, a pasty- 
faced, weak-kneed pretty boy facing twenty years 
to life on a trumped-up attempted murder charge. 
Seems Gerard's wife didn't cotton to him making 
the beast with two backs with her sixteen year old 
sister and so went to the gendarmes with the claim 
that her hubby tried to blow her head off. Now 
Gerard's sharing a tiny prison cell with four toughs 
none to happy to see him. There's little enough 


room as it is and with 
the addition of yet an- 
other there’s barely 
room to breathe. Be- 4 
sides, they're planning 
on knocking a hole in 
the metal and concrete 
floor and no one's sure 
they can trust the punk. 
The first half hour of Le 
Trou may tax the pa- 
tience of the viewer as 
the filmmaker's take 
their time delineating 
character and manfully 
striving to create an intensely claustrophobic at- 
mosphere. And although the characters are not the 
one dimensional figures of 30's Warner Bros. crime 
dramas, by the end of the third reel you're never- 
theless ready to dash a hole in the cell floor with 
your head. Which would probably be less painful 
than watching the last ninety minutes of this thing, 
which puts you in the middle of the convicts ago- 
nizing efforts to chisel, saw, pound and dig their 
way to freedom. Eschewing music throughout and 
dialogue for substantial stretches, in lesser hands, 
Le Trou would be monotonous in the extreme. 
These are not lesser hands doing the crafting, how- 
ever, but artisans who understand that a terrible 
kind of beauty can be extracted from tedium. 
(Video Vault) 


and 


CONSPIRATORS OF PLEASURE 


If nutty cuckoo surreal kinky is your bag, baby, 
than you'll probably dig this feature length piece 
by noted Czech claymation expert Jan Svankmajer. 
Can't really tell you what it's about because it isn't 
about anything really. Unless anything is every- 
thing. Get the picture? That's surrealism, kids. 
So sit back and enjoy as a number of dysfunctional 
people spend eighty-minutes or so building strange 
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masturbatory contrap- 
tions, making weird 
rooster costumes, inhal- 
ing doughballs and play- 
ing footsie with carp. 
Without talking to any- 
one. Even themselves. 
Bunuel and Dali whom 
the filmmakers thank at 
the end of this, would 
most likely have ap- 
proved. Ozzy can’t say 
he does but he can’t en- 
tirely dismiss this 
project as it’s been two 
weeks now and images and entire sequences con- 
tinue to flash in his damaged brain. This isn’t a 
bad thing but if this has to happen, Oz wishes there 
was a little more nudity and sex involved which 
for a film about desire (among other things), is 
curiously absent. (Video Vault) 


ROCKBITCH 


Yeah, baby! All singing. All dancing. All nude. 
All the time! It’s the lesbian rock and roll collec- 
tive known as ROCKBITCH and they’re coming 
to your town and they’re gonna party it down. Do 
anything and everything they can to get you beat- 
ing your meat, er, get you on your feet. Except 
play a decent song. Who cares though when you’ ve 
got four fairly attractive women and their sex slave 
muff diving and fucking each other at every op- 
portunity. And when they get bored with that they 
ratchet things up several notches with fisting and 
urolagia. That’s worth the price of admission, isn’t 
it fellas? Especially if you haven’t been dating 
regularly. No poop eating, however, these gals are 
far too with it to get themselves accused of steal- 
ing a few pages from the immortal (and far more 
talented) G.G. Allin. Would have been pretty classy 
of them, Oz thinks, to have done a few bars of the 
aforementioned Allin’s “Lick My Ass (It Stinks)” 
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during the bit when they show off their bronze eyes 
to the audience. No matter, this pseudo-documen- 
tary, featuring full-length concert performances of 
such immortal classics as “PissDrippinFurburger” 
and “Satan’s Whore,” tedious and repetitive inter- 
views with the gals (and their blockheaded male 
guitar slinger) and several excruciatingly unevent- 
ful videos, is so amazingly bereft of intelligence, 
of life, of anything at all, really, it’s almost impos- 
sible not to be amused by the proceedings. (Shock- 
ing Images) 


PAYBACK 


All Ozzy’s friends were raving about this remake 
of John Boorman’s Point Blank after this hit the 
multiplexes last winter but Oz, as a general rule, 
refuses to view remakes. Especially when the origi- 
nals happen to be cult classics . . . What? Don't 
give me an attitude. How did you feel after leav- 
ing Gus 
Van Zant’s 
Psycho? 
Or Кепу 
Harlin’s 
The Haunt- 
ing? A 
little 
cheated Oz 


Maybe a lot 
cheated. 
Well, forget 
that noise 
because 
this Mel 
Gibson ve- 
hicle is so 
violent, so 
depraved, 
so lacking 
in any re- 


"Taur. TOUCH дир MEAN, PAYBACK 1з ТЕРИН" 


RAL ЖАЛЬ, бе RR, qui) 


deeming value whatsoever, it’s safe to say it’s go- 
ing to be a hands down winner of the coveted 
Brutarian movie of the year award. For those of 
you who somehow managed to avoid the afore- 
mentioned Point Blank all these many years, 
Gibson assays the Lee Marvin role of a relatively 
sophisticated thief betrayed by his wife and close 
friend. Here it’s after a big score on a Chinatown 
gang. Runs his car head on into theirs in an alley. 
Shot and left for dead for his pains, Gibson/Marvin 
miraculously recovers and goes after the perfidi- 
ous pair. And his cut. One problem, though. His 
ex-amigo has taken all the loot and used it to buy 
his way into the Mob. So, if Gibson wants to re- 
claim his loot and take revenge on his pal he’s got 
to cut a swath through an army of people - Asian 
and Caucasian. Payback is, despite, it’s unremit- 
ting mayhem, a playful take on the Hong Kong 
action film, i.e., no one really bleeds and the audi- 
ence gets to laugh themselves sick before, while 
and after the bad guys get taken out. It’s a cartoon 
with marvelous character actors - William Devane, 
Kris Kristofferson, James Coburn - mouthing over- 
done hard boiled dialogue and having the time of 
their lives. Kudos too, to Gibson for managing to 
keep his tongue firmly in cheek throughout. (Video 
Vault) 


RIKI-O 


Finally, after years of waiting, gorehounds finally 
get to see this ultra-violent splatter film masquer- 
ading as a chop-sockey exercise in a pristine, let- 
ter-boxed edition. Sleaze mavens still speak in 
hushed tones about the prison yard fight sequence 
in which Riki’s vanquished opponent commits 
sepuku and then tries to strangle our hero with his 
entrails but believe me, boys and girls, that’s just 
the tip of the iceberg. Even in that scene. To go 
on in this vein would spoil things for you, just take 
it from Mr. Fide, there’s more guts, blood and vis- 
cera spilled here than in the opening of Spielberg’s 


Saving Private Ryan. What little story there is finds 
mild mannered kung-fu expert Riki being sent to 
prison for going ape on the drug dealers that killed 
his childlike girlfriend. This ain’t no ordinary 
maximum security prison however. It’s the year 
2001 and incarceration centers have been privatized 
with the government washing their hands of the 


whole deal. That means that the psychopaths and. 


monsters - literally and figuratively - who run these 
hellholes can gouge out eyes, hack off limbs, and 
crush heads with impunity. Neat, huh? Not for 
Riki, who, almost from the get go, seeks to fight 
for truth, justice and the Hong Kong way. Oz isn’t 
sure what the latter is as the ways of the Orient are 
surpassing strange to the round eye, but he thinks 
it has something to do with brutally maiming those 
in position of authority. And gals, you can watch 
Riki-O too because it’s all played for laughs: the 
special effects are delightfully cheesy, the dubbing 
beyond awful, and the “acting” so broad it would 
likely shock even Al Pacino. (Trash Palace) 


THE CANDY SNATCHERS 


Nubile deranged slut, Tiffany Bolling, saddles up 
with her psychotic sadist brother and a big dumb 
lug for a foolproof kidnapping caper then watches 
in growing horror as everything turns out wrong. 
The lithesome lass they snatch, the Candy of the 
title, is heir to a fortune but only on reaching ma- 
turity. Which is several years away. Okay, no prob- 
lem, the father deals in diamonds; he loves his 
daughter, surely he'll pay. Oops, he’s the stepfa- 
ther and would love nothing better than to have 
curvaceous Candy offed because then he could 
freely spend all the moola reverting to his alco- 
holic wife. So he ain’t gonna pay bupkis. Strike 
two, what to do? How about sitting around, hurl- 
ing insults at each other, and for kicks, threatening 
Candy with all manner of ill treatment. Well, that 
got old pretty fast, let’s throw in a subplot involv- 
ing an autistic, abused kid and make him privy to 
the goings on. Yeah, this is a mess but it’s a very 


watchable mess: the characters are hateful, the in- 
terchanges purposeless, the plotting haphazard, the 
narrative a patchwork of clichés. Some scenes 
work, most don’t; yet underneath it all, there’s such 
a marvelous undercurrent of misanthropy, a genu- 
ine disgust with human nature, that Ozzy often 
found himself muttering, “Exactly!” and “Damn 
right!” You may not but then you're probably one 
of those snobbish, ill-read philistines who sees the 
world through rose-colored glasses. (Trash Pal- 
ace) 


THE SEVENTH CURSE 


It's early in the morning and the handsome and 
youthful looking Dr. Yuan is just getting home. 
He's tired. Had a rough day what with helping the 
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team take a high rise 
which had been taken 
over by a couple 
dozen fully armed, 
crazed martial artists. 
Yeah, he lost a few 
hostages but when 
you’re playing with 
explosives that’s the 
nature of the game. 
Now he’s off work 
and ready to settle 
down half a few drinks and party with his Euro- 
pean mistress. But what’s this? There’s a Thai 
sorcerer warrior waiting for him. Niceties are ex- 
changed. Then the pair proceed to beat the hell 
out of each other and tear the apartment apart. Dr. 
Yuan eventually calms down after a short sword is 
held to his throat. Seems he forgot about the killer 
worms. The worms that are eating through his body 
as a result of curse put on him by an evil magician, 
the leader of a primitive black magic worm cult. It 
appears our hero had the temerity, while on an an- 
thropological expedition the previous year, to over- 
step his bounds and attempt to put a halt to a little 
human sacrifice session. The Thai sorcerer has 
paid him a visit to remind him that unless he re- 
turns to the sorcerer's home in northern Thailand 
and allows himself to be cured he will be dead in 
less than three days. Seems all of this has slipped 
Yuan's mind. Hard to understand when a flash- 
back shows the Doctor's entire expeditionary force 
being slaughtered, the lead anthropologist being 
turned into a puddle of goo, flying cargivorous 
embryos chomping down on tribesmen, a skeletal 
zombie vampire morphing into a Geiger-like crea- 
ture at the drop of a hat, and the doctor being force 
fed the aforementioned killer worms. Not to men- 
tion his miraculous escape at the hands of a beau- 
tiful witch who counteracts the effect of the worms 
by counting off one of her nipples and stuffing it 
down Yuan's throat. And friends, we're shown all 
of this in the film's first half hour! But wait, we're 
just getting started. Dr. Yuan somehow gets hooked 
up with a fearless female journalist (the sister of 
millionaire Chow Yun Fat who promises to join 
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them with a small army in a few days) hits the 
jungles of Thailand running, joins forces with the 
good Thai sorcerer, and before it's all over we're 
treated to, well to everything Oz has already men- 
tioned plus killer kung-fu Buddhists, magic spells 
employing gallons of blood, Chow Yun Fat firing 
bazookas, gallons of blood, giant exploding stat- 
ues, and more people wasted than on the beaches 
at Normandy. (Trash Palace) 


THE BLOOD 
SPATTERED 
BRIDE 


A now-forgotten 
take on *Carmillia," 
J. Sheridan Fanu's 
seminal 19th Cen- 
tury vampire tale, 
this 1972 Spanish 
flick caused quite a 
stir in it’s day thanks 
to its stress on the 
lesbian elements of 
the story. There 
were actually two 
versions filmed, one 
in English contain- 
ing additional sex 
and nudity, the other 
in Spanish graced 
with more violence. 
The good folks at 
Trash Palace, bless 
their pointy little 
heads, have taken 
the English print 
and apparently 
spliced in all the sanguinary bits. As Oz has seen 
neither version, he can only address the aesthetic 
concerns raised by this video hybrid. In short, this 
is a creepy, deliciously erotic film, artfully done 
despite it’s many narrative inconsistencies. That’s 


the beauty of the horror genre, if you manage to 
create a little atmosphere, generate a bit of ten- 
sion, no one’s going to pay attention to gaffes like 
having the vampire immobile during the daylight 
hours in one scene and then presenting herself for 
breakfast in another. It also doesn’t hurt to have 
two breathtakingly beautiful blondes playing the 
leads either. Hubba! Hubba! One question, all 
the horror mavens made a great to do about the 
scene in which the husband discovers Carmillia 
on the beach buried in the sand with only part of a 
foot and scuba breather exposed. Why are they 
blind to the fact that it’s just an excuse for the di- 
rector to recreate the glass coffin sequence from 
Dreyer’s Vampyr? Oz just thought he’d ask. (Trash 
Palace) 


HAVER T 
(aT 


A broken mirror releases the spirit of a sadist mur- 
dered in front of it twenty years previously. The 
murderer, Willy, a young boy now grown into a 
hulking, surly decidedly unattractive brute. The 
breaker of the glass, Lacy, his sister, now a beauti- 
ful married woman with a sweet four year old and 
an adoring husband. They all live together, hap- 
pily, with their adopted parents on a tobacco farm 
in Virginia. Now everyone must die! Oh why, oh 
why, Lacy, didst thou listen to your psychiatrist and 
return to your childhood home wherein your Jim 
Beam swilling mother's lover was slain? Could 
you not leave well enough alone? Could you not 
think of how dwelling on the past might compro- 
mise your promising future? Could you not see 
that your psychiatrist was John Carradine? A mind- 
less, boring muddled mess, Boogeyman, for some 
inexplicable reason, has been given the deluxe, 
expensive, twentieth anniversary, letterbox treat- 
ment. The only thing more unbelievable than this 
state of affairs, however, is that director of this 
atrocity, Ulli Lommel, supposedly had come to this 
potboiler fresh from working with German 
wunderkind, Rainer Maria Fassbinder. Working 
with Fassbinder? At what? Fetching Rainer cof- 


fee and  strudel? 
(Video Vault/Shocking 


Images) 


WOMEN 


Hey Kids! You've often looked up at the night sky 
and wondered whether there was life on other plan- 
ets, haven't you? Well, wonder no more, as this 
flick clearly was made in a galaxy far far from this 
one. Ostensibly, child actor Jackie “Uncle Fester" 
Coogan's comeback vehicle, Mesa, is, in reality, a 
celluloid greeting from aliens, a salutation the pur- 
pose of which is to inform us that we earthlings 
have nothing to fear, as our brothers from beyond 
the stars are little more than cretins! A comforting 
message, no? Far less comforting is this movie 
wherein Coogan plays a brilliant (is there any other 
kind?) mad scientist injecting spider fluids into 
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humans and human fluids into spiders. The up- 
shot? Giant spiders and beautiful women with long 
fingernails. The guys don’t turn out as well. Un- 
less you call Angelo Rossitto turning out well. In 
any case, the press hasn’t gotten a hold of these 
remarkable scientific advancements as Coogan has 
placed his lab in a butte in the middle of a Mexi- 
can desert. Then a plane, filled with a dreadful 
cast of non-entities, crashes nearby апа... апа. . 
. well, nothing really happens. That's one of the 
reasons this film is so weird. People talk to no 
purpose, then we cut to other people staring in- 
tently, and then back to people (not always the same 
ones) talking. Sometimes the disembodied narra- 
tor who introduced our story jumps in with a snide 
comment. Sometimes we return to Coogan in his 
cave gleefully eyeing his test tubes. Most of the 
time, the musical score - a flamenco guitar playing 
a single minor key phrase ad infinitum over a pi- 
ano endlessly repeating a monotonous, amelodic 
fragment - threatens to relieve us of our sanity. Oz 
ain't kidding here, these are sounds that would put 
John Cage into a tizzy and further proof for Mr. 
Fide, that this thing was made by people not of 
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[R] «g» 
this earth. But don't take Ozzy's word for it, see 
Mesa for yourself and stop worrying once and for 
all about UFOs, Roswell, alien abductions and the 
like. Or skip the film and take Ozzy's word for it: 


They're here and they walk among us. (Video 
Vault) 


did they do to 
‘their beautiful 


Young Victims .. 


eee 


I'm going to use the name Sting to illustrate a classic insult and‏ | מ M‏ ה 
n | a nor © because I despise the clown: “Sting can have any woman he pleases.‏ 
The problem is, he doesn’t please any of them.” Reworking the‏ 
и ^ gag, some might say "Stately Wayne Manor can have any woman‏ .. 
ind he likes. The problem is, he doesn't like any of them." That's not‏ 
Итин ; exactly true, though I can see where certain people might get that‏ » | 
impression.‏ 
My favorite quote...no, wait. Actually, my favorite quote right this‏ 
moment is “Two-thirds of the Earth is covered by water; the other‏ 
third, by assholes." Ah, yet another brilliant parcel of profundity‏ 
from the King Of Columnists. Okay, so my favorite quotes NOT‏ 
articulated by yours untruly is credited to W.C. Fields: “Women are‏ 
like elephants. They're great to look at, but I wouldn't want to own‏ 
one.” I’m down with my Philly homeboy about 1000 percent on‏ 
that! Have you ever heard anything that better sums up the correct‏ 
way to perceive the opposite sex?!?‏ 
(Harumphing harpies, drop the first two letters of Fields’ quote.‏ 
Suddenly it’s dead-on, right? Well, then shut up.)‏ 
Returning to the concept of me being someone who “doesn’t like‏ 
any of them,” I can agree and disagree in the same breath. In gen-‏ 
eral, I don’t “like” any bipeds, male or female. , Human beings,‏ 
ptooey. Useless beings is more like it. Eliminate all except those‏ 
who directly serve and entertain me, and I’d be more delighted than‏ 
k.d. lang during a half-price sale at the House Of Soiled Panties.‏ 
Conversely, from a purely aesthetic standpoint, with the exception‏ 
of my reflection, there is nothing—NOTHING—more pleasing to‏ 
the senses than a beautiful woman. “Viva la difference!” I'd ex-‏ 
claim if I had the misfortune to be one of those awful French people.‏ 
And if I were an Englishman, I'd likely be saying, “Actually, we‏ 
don’t much go in for birds, old boy.”‏ 
Г] admit it: I’m a first-rate sucker for the softness of femme-flesh,‏ 
the curvature of a toned babe-bod, the high cheeks (both pairs.)‏ 
Nudity, big breasts and such are appreciated but certainly not re-‏ 
quired. Why, I’ve been known to gaze wordlessly at a pretty face‏ 
for hours on end. In fact, I strive to do so every day. With my‏ 
mirror.‏ 
So enraptured am I by the contoured creatures, I can even tolerate‏ 
hanging around with them minus physical contact for a few con-‏ 
secutive hours (assuming there’s beer.) To paraphrase Art Linkletter,‏ 
dames say the darndest things.‏ 
Yep, as much as I thoroughly enjoy the temporary company of a‏ 
gorgeous gal, I have no desire to “own one,” i.e. have one full-time.‏ 
Sure, it can get a little lonely on New Year's Eve; but there are 364‏ 
other days of the year which are a total joy to be free of ball-and-‏ 
chain.‏ 
You claim Messiah Manor is self-centered? Though there is no‏ 
denying your assertion, have you ever listened in on a gals' gabfest‏ 
and ONCE heard them talking about anything outside of their loop‏ 
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of personal acquaintances? “Зо then when she said 
that, I said..." Note how the yapping is always 
about the individual, never anything more worldly. 
The feline train of thought runs in a very tight circle, 
no pauses to, say, consider the grand scheme of 
things. Sexist exaggeration? Prove it to yourself: 
Next time you take the subway, check out how few, 
if any, of the skirts with reading material are pe- 
rusing a newspaper. 

Wonder why you so rarely see tomatoes doing Big 
Things In The History Of Mankind? It has noth- 
ing to do with repression or physical limitations. 
It’s because they never stop thinking about any- 
thing beyond their own little world! Fellas, that’s 
the same reason meeting up with that fantasy filly 
who’s as deeply interested as you are in certain 
bands, teams or movies is as unlikely as finding a 
toxin-free blood cell in Christian Slater returning 
from a Mexican vacation. 

This severely restricted world-view goes a long way 
in explaining why nobody quotes philosophers 
named Tina or Trish. What it doesn’t explain is 
why women are so damned cheap! You don’t think 
they swarm to bars/clubs on Ladies Night because 
they want to be with “the competition,” do you? 
They’re there so they can chug cut-rate drinks or, 
better yet, work the room for freebies from the 
throngs of desperate male suckers drawn to such 
affairs. 

Ever witness what happens when the restaurant 
check arrives at a table full of tootsies? The way 
they deliberate over the tab, you’d think the Loui- 
siana Purchase was being renegotiated. 

Spare me the “We don’t get paid as well as men 
and that’s why we're tight-fisted” fairy tale. Dis- 
crimination works both ways, Sister Suffragette. 
You want to see a fiscal disparity? Let’s compare 
the amount of dough thrown at women based pri- 
marily if not solely on their sex appeal versus that 
going to men. Is there the male equivalent of 
Carmen Electra? Of course not! Trophy wives, 
under-qualified “administrative assistants”, game 
show pointers, Howard Stern guests, skin mag 
models, race prize presenters, mud wrestlers...the 
list goes оп and оп. “Sex sells" all right—but 
which gender is doing virtually all the merchan- 
dising? 
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And how about the literal sale of sex, be it through 
direct cash exchange or dating? Take all the 
moolah spent on women and compare it to what 
men net for the same deeds. The latter will buy 
you a paper airplane; the former, your very own 
space shuttle. 

Okay, time to employ a simple mathematical rep- 
resentation. I'll use a typical couple for compari- 
son. Ernie, because he is a Brutarian contributor, 
pulls down three large a week and dates supermodel 
Ellen, whose weekly income is 2000 bucks. Over 
the course of an average seven days, Ernie blows a 
grand on basic "bitch maintenance", buying Ellen 
trinkets, meals, drinks, abortions and eight-balls 
of cocaine. Ellen's put her two Gs in the bank, 
and that sum equals what Ernie has left. So where's 
As for you ladies bitching about not having enough 
green in your purses, ditch that desk job, get your- 
self a bottle of Ric Flair Instant Blonde Shampoo 
and start shaking your money maker at the nearest 
strip joint. It's really that easy. There's no 

need to be concerned about whether 

you've got a suitable body. Take 
my word for it, guys will en- 


Thrilling ... 
Fascinating... 


Passion-packed ... 


ад 


QUARTER 
BOOKS 


юз за ФЕ уюм local שה‎ 


thusiastically toss money at anything platinum and naked! 
I realize this column may be interpreted as extremely 
misogynous. That’s because you’re forgetting one impor- 
tant factor: through my remarkably blue eyes, everyone is 
equally loathsome. I detest men—a herd of bullies and in- 
secure blowhards—as much as I do women. I just abhor 
them differently, that’s all. 


НОВВА HUBBA HONEYS: Here's a first—I m actually 
retracting a previous Honeydom nomination. Alyssa Milano 
is outta here, not because she’s since become such a main- 
stream hottie, but because I’ve been assured her sudden 
pectoral blooming was the result of a visit from the Saline 
Fairy, not Ma Nature. Ms. Milano got her HHH props for 
being a former child sitcom actor who pursued a major ca- 
reer change by gleefully disrobing for the big screen. For 
the same reasons, I am "transferring" Alyssa’s honor to the 
more-deserving Elizabeth Berkley, a babe who “got milk” 
the organic way. For more on leggy Liz, go to hAttp:// 
www.tnm7/SWM or http://www.dantenet.com and read my 
review of the superclassic Showgirls. 
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The Aluminum Group - Ped- 
als (Minty Fresh) 

Somewhere, there’s a perfectly 
paneled home by the woods on 
the distant edge of a megalopo- 
lis. Inside, two perfectly paneled 
people are sitting on a white vel- 
vet sofa, listening to . . . Pedals. 
A breeze stirs outside, and by 
chance, a bit of leaf is blown un- 
der the front door. onto the per- 
fectly cut carpet. The couple’s 
evening of serious talk about the 
Amazon rain forest and environ- 
mental degradation is destroyed 
by the bit of organic matter in- 
truding upon their ever so well 
constructed evening in their ever 
so well constructed and laid out 
home. Immediately, conversa- 
tion is halted as the Man gets off 
the sofa and banishes the leaf to 
its proper resting place in the lid- 
ded trash bin (hidden out of sight 
under the shiny chrome sink). 
The carpet, stainless, pristine, 
breathes an almost audible sigh 
of relief. The Aluminum Group 
continues its soothing ways and 
life returns to its perfectly pan- 


eled state of equilibrium . . . For 
those of a less literary bent, here 


is a relief from metaphor, аїғапѕ- 
lation if you will: Slow. Wordy. ' 


Pretentious. Not particularly 
well played. Who needs it? (jm) 


Jake Andrews - Time To Burn 
(Cello/Sire) 

For some reason, the best blues 
never seem to really connect with 
me on the first play-through; my 
brain just sorta logs the fact that 
some twelve-bar went by but it 
doesn't process whether it was 
REALLY GOOD or no. This, of 
course, is a real pain in the ass 
‘cause it forces me to engage in 
repeat playing of some really 
awful dreck. Still, the rewards 
of sniffing out the timeless make 
it all worthwhile. And Time To 
Burn is definitely worthwhile. 
Seriously blue collar stuff here. 
Rocks like hell even as it pushes 
small particles of Gonzales, 
Texas grit between your teeth. Oh 
hell, let's just unwind the odom- 
eter half a thousand miles across 
that oppressive, never-ending 


RECORD REVIEWS 
ds = dom salemi 

jo = john oliver 

jm = james maclaren 
df = dirk fubar 

tp = tad payton 
bh = brian hodge 


wasteland of tumbleweeds and 
jackrabbits out towards ЕІ Paso. 


Put this fucker in the player, roll 
down the windows and let that 


heat wash all over you. Crank 
the volume till the coyotes in the 
next county can hear it. Yeah. 
That's it. (jm) 


Anti-Flag - A.N 
Army (Go-Kart) > 
I have a negative bias towards 
this band because most of the 
kids I know that listen to Anti- 
Flag are very obnoxious, gutter- 
punk-wanna-be, useless, go-no- 
where, fake anarchist, crusty 
punks. So I didn’t expect to like 
Army. But I was kind of sur- 
prised; it's not too bad. Nor is 
it the kind of thing I could see 
myself listening to; still, I can see 
why people like them. I’m al- 
ways kinda’ leery about political 
punk bands since I can never tell 
if they actually give a fuck about 
the politics they’ re singing about 
or if they do it because it’s “punk” 
to be political. There’s a really 
funny Crass-mock song on here, 
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which made me happy (if there’s 
a group. IHATE in this world, it's 
Crass!) If you like Anti-Flag, 
then I’m sure you'll like this, but 
I couldn't get into it. (tp) 


The Black Halos - Black Halos 
(Die Young Stay Pretty) (Sub 
Pop) 

Hailing from Vancouver, B. с. 


the Black Halos (formerly The . 


Black Market Babies, no relation 
to the long-time DC punk band 
Black Market Baby) have re- 
leased an excellent debut disc of 
crunchy guitar-fueled, glam- 
tinged, straight-ahead rock & roll 
aided and abetted by a string of 
catchy, sing-along self-penned. I 
read in a recent review some- 
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where (Hit List?) that they may 


be the missing link between the 
Dead Boys and the Rolling 
Stones - this is about as accurate 
a description as you’ll find re- 
garding the music in this thing. 
The Halos are a bit too Stones/ 
Guns & Roses-ish to be taken 
very seriously by much of the 


‘harder-core punk contingent, but 


their music has more edge than 
the two aforementioned bands. 
When you throw in the Bators- 
influenced, snarly, whiny vocal- 
izing you’re leaning more to, oh 
say, D-Generation at their hard- 
est rocking, or Finland’s 69 Eyes 
backing Stiv B. This isn’t the 
most original group I’ ve heard re- 
cently, but they rock a HELL of 
a lot harder 
than most, a 
welcome thing 
in this day and 
age. (jo) 


Blood For 
Blood - Livin’ 
In Exile (Vic- 
tory) 

First off, I am 
very biased be- 
cause Blood 
For Blood is 
my absolute 
favorite 
hardcore band 
right now. I 
challenge any- 
one to find a 
more honest, 
more bitter, 
more brutal 
group out there 
now; it can’t 


be done! I just can’t explain in 
words the power and emotion 
they put into the music! The 
Bloods sing about the things the 
rest of the world is afraid to talk 
about, and they hit you in the face 
with the harsh realities of life like 
a baseball bat to your skull. 
Whether the song concerns ev- 
eryday life, being broke, broken 
hearted, bummed out, or beaten 
down, the group has songs every- 
one can relate to. This new 
record holds true to their ultra- 
brutal new-school style, while in- 
corporating more melodic punk- 
rock style sing-a-longs here and 
there. And on top of all that, they 
cover “Ace Of Spades” by 
Motorhead. If you don’t like 
new-school hardcore, then you 
should learn to just so you can 
listen to Blood For Blood. If you 
DO like this stuff and don’t like 
the band, then you don’t deserve 
to live. There's nothing more I 
can say except buy the records, 
see ‘em live and be prepared to 
be changed forever! (tp) 


The Blue Rags - Eat At Joe’s 
(Sub Pop) 

More road music. I guess. At 
least these guys do a fair amount 
of singing about the damn road 
anyhow. Moves along well 
enough, but never actually puts 
the pedal all the way to the floor. 
Running in cruise control if you 
stop and think about it. The 
music’s pretty good and has that 
semi-authentic down-home 
sound to it, but it veers frighten- 
ingly close to fucking bluegrass 
every so often. Be that as it may, 
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when it clicks, it's a tickle. Got 
that rolling left hand side of the 
piano going for it sometimes. I 
should be listening to this on the 
interstate somewhere in the 
middle of West Virginia with a 
warm beer in my hand instead of 
here at this table staring into a 
damnable computer screen. P.S. 
Track nine, while skimming the 
atmosphere on a dangerously low 
perigee to Planet Bluegrass, still 
manages to shine brightly. Give 
it a listen as a starter. (jm) 


Compulsive Gamblers - Bluff 
City (Sympathy For The 
Record Industry) 

“T don't want to laugh at you," 
this scruffy garage rock trio 
taunts us at one point on their 
debut disc and normally that 
would be enough to push the 


eject button your disc player but 
it's alright because you're drink- 
ing Tecate and cutting up limes 
AND actually paying attention to 
the lyrics for once for Chrissakes. 
Hard to put a finger on the “why” 
as everything seems so out of kil- 
ter. The threesome playing flat 
and one step behind the beat. The 
singing out of key, if key there 
is. The performances so earnest 
as to border on the amateurish. 
“New Romance"? Play this and 
get laughed out of any coffee 
house in the USA. Kind of pretty 
though, ain't it? As is what fol- 
lows: "You Don't Want Me." 
Reminds you a bit of Van 
Morrison, don't it? A very 
drunken Van Morrison in this 
teens. With a really bad bar band 
behind him. Which isn't so much 
different from the first couple of 


BUMBSHELT ROCKS 


Street Art Galigry 
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cuts which has the singer aping 
Mick Jagger. With a very bad bar 
band behind him only this time 
singing equally bad harmony. 
Must be intentional, but, funny 
thing, none of this sounds inten- 
tional. That’s the beauty of Bluff 
City, it’s the work of knowledge- 
able naifs with the courage of 
other band’s convictions. (ds) 


The Coyote Men - Two Sides 
Of The (Estrus) 

The initial offering from these 
wrestling-masked lunatics was 
one of the hotter releases of last 
year. So much so Handsome 
Dick Manitoba volunteered to 
introduce each song. Not surpris- 
ing as this wild wild wild garage 
madness sounds something like 
The Dictators. Without the pop 
affectations, girly-boy harmonies 
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and cheeky humor. Okay, okay, 
they don't sound like The Dicta- 
tors; but if Helmut “The Bruiser” 
Von Schoen ever went down with 
a hyper-extended larynx you 
could certainly see Mr. Manitoba 
stepping in and the band not 
missing à beat as he too believes 
singing to be somehow beneath 
him. Anyhoo, if you dig self- 
styled primitive, r&b flavored, 
fat-bottomed, twangy guitar r&r, 
you'll simply flip your wig over 
the dozen down and dirty exer- 
cises disgracing this sophomoric 
effort. Even if you don't, Two 
Sides Of clocks in at less than 
twenty-eight minutes, making it 
almost impossible to hate. Dis- 
miss, yes. Hate, no. (ds) 
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Custom Made Scare - The 
Greatest Show On Dirt (Side 
One) 

Ok, before we start talkin’ about 
how hunky dory this hellacious 
brand of cowpunk be, we're 
gonna have to address the issues 
raised in “Wake Up And Smell 
The Gunpowder." Like why are 
the rednecks "drawing battle 
lines" and what's all this about 
the “good ol’ days ain't comin’ 
back"? The “good ol’ days” of 


what? .Lynchings and cross 


burnings? Speaking of burnings, 
why: does the aforementioned 
song appear to celebrate the re- 
cent spate of church torchings 
which, if memory serves me well, 
confined strictly to those places 
of worship in the Afro- American 
community? Cain't ask the band 


why they seem to be sayin' some- 
thing which apparently contra- 
dicts the good-humored poke 
against white trash, the common 
thread running thru the other cuts 
on this twenty minute, eleven cut 
cd. Why not? "Cause asking 
what a passage in a song means 
is the very question which the 
songwriter's own brain, which 
had no part in the conception of 
the composition, may be askin' 
him. So we'll give Custom Made 
Scare the benefit of the doubt and 
leave you with the almost unde- 
niable fact that these four guys 
(one of whom is Hispanic) know 
how to write fast tuneful thangs 
tinged with the spirit of pure 
country, play hard, and never put 
up wet. (ds) 


Del Rey - dlry (Dirigible) 
When I saw “art rock” in the 
promo paper, I cringed. And, 
sure enough, it delivered on its 
promise. Heavy, self-important 
sounding techno that really 
doesn’t get up off its ass and go 
anywhere. Except track two, 
which, after two full minutes of 
trying to decide what the hell it’s 
doing, plumps for some pretty 
snappy stuff that could actually 
qualify for inclusion in the sound 
track for a surf video. The rest 
of it probably qualifies as 
soundtrack material too, but just 
for some other kinda movie. 
Maybe a cheapie b&w 
sci-fi bomb from the 505 
or something. You 
know, that weird-ass 
background kinda music 
playing when the beau- 
tiful blonde decides to go 
out into the woods and 
investigate the peculiar 
sounds coming from 
over there in them trees. 


(jm) 


DJ Rap - Learning 
Curve (Columbia) 

Home girl's been getting 
a lot of crap for mixing 
with the big boys. For 
having the effrontery to 
work the mike and turn- 
tables at the more hap- 
peningclubs. Gangstas 
complaining it's her top- 
less pictures, snapped 
when Rap was just a 
youngun, that's made her 


off track, asks us to understand 
this. “Gotta be a bad girl, to make 
waves." Amen, sister! Do what 
you gotta do. Life's a game. Can 
stand around bitching or you can 
make a name for yourself by 
learning what's what and twist- 
ing things around to and for your 
own ends. "Feel so good it must 
be right" indeed. Big big beats 
bouncing and kicking while all 
manner of trickeration abounds. 
Yeah! Femme fatale working the 
studio and letting her silky 
smooth voice play with your 
brain. Gets a little old when our 


DJ Rap 


a headliner. “Bad Girl,” the kick- 


DJ slows things down; still, when 
the hair comes down and it all 
gets hung out, this beauty proves 
to be the real deal! Which, on 
Learning Curve, is more often 
than not the case. (ds) = 


Drag King - Indie Authentic- 
ity Crisis (Drag King) 
Let us not jump to hasty conclu- 
sions, but for the sake of argu- 
ment we can at least entertain the 
notion that the recipe here went 
something like this: Blend two 
parts jazzy lurching and horn 
squalls, three parts po-mo rock 
stylings, two parts noise and 
samples and general 
goofiness, and then 
during mixdown make 
sure the engineer suf- 
fers a stroke. It does 
_ distinguish itself early 
on by featuring some 
of the ugliest vocals 
I’ve ever heard, cour- 
tesy of someone called 
Sluggo. Should’ ve let 
Nancy try. (bh) 


84 Nash - Band for 
Hire (Rockathon) 

The kids from 
Dayton's 84 Nash 
(they must be about 20 
years old each by now) 
are showing signs of 
growth. They're grab- 
bing from a variety of 
sources - a little jagged 
guitar here, some 
jangle there, and a 
dash of Guided by 
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_ same 


Voices for good measure - but 
forging their own sound at the 
time. While their 
songwriting hasn’t fully matured 
yet, they’re not missing by much. 
They could use a stronger vocal 
presence, however, not to men- 
tion a better recorded sound. A 
nice touch: rather than dividing 
the album into individual tracks, 
they chop Band for Hire into two 
units that approximate. LP sides, 
so as to maintain the often abrupt 
transitions between the songs. 


(df) 


Elevator Through - Vague Pre- 
monition (Sub Pop) 

Imagine if you will, a world 
where the most turgid, 
dense, and incompre- 
hensible Yes’ songs 
were haphazardly 
sewn back together 
and returned to life by 
Doctor Frankenstein. 
A world where Pink 
Floyd music is played 
by gothlets from the 
seventh grade band 
under the tutelage of a 
teacher who pops 
Lortabs like M&M's. 
A world where people 
look to pretty pieces 
of silicon dioxide for 
healing and wisdom. 
Welcome to the won- 
derful world of Eleva- 
tor Through. Oh 
Jesus, but do these 
goofs ever take them- 
selves seriously ! Why, 
I can't imagine. The 
"music" on this cd is 
so bad you simply 
won't believe it. And 
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exactly HOW bad might that be? 
I hear you ask. Let's just leave it 
at this: A piece of crud on the 
disc caused it to start making that 
weird noise compact's make 
when the little laser light gets 
lost, and it still took me a good 
half a minute to realize that fact, 
and it wasn't till I examined the 
track timer and saw that it was 
hung up somewhere around three 
minutes and not going anywhere, 
before I actually turned the damn 
thing off, cleaned it, and put the 
disc back in. No lies. Masochist 
that І am. (jm) 


Five Style - Miniature Portraits 
(Sub Pop) 


\ 


Guided By Voices 


What a lovely little breath of 
fresh air. Quirky as hell. Never 
really sets the house on fire. Sure 
the fuck ain’t no kinda punk, or 
thrash, or gnash, or whatever the 
hell they’ re calling it this week. 
About half Zappa calypso, half 
60s prepsychedlia, half Martian 
reggae, half robot bluegrass, half 
surf music, half music school 
exercises for unruly students, and 
a couple of other halves I cant’ 
think of right this minute. No 
vocals. Lotta weird time signa- 
ture stuff. And yet, it just 
ROLLS! Along and down a 


lonesome stretch of highway 
with geologic formations from 
another planet looming in the dis- 


tance. My kinda place. (jm) 


Guided by Voices - Do The Col- 
lapse (TVT) 

GbV leader Robert Pollard has 
finally made an al- 
bum that could earn 
him the mainstream 
success he has long 
deserved. With pol- 
ished production 
from the Cars’ Ric 
Ocasek, Do the Col- 
lapse is easily the 
most commercial 
GbV to date. It’s also 
one of Pollard’s best. 
The songs are gener- 
ally first-rate, the 
playing (particularly 
that of lead guitarist 
Doug Gillard) is stel- 
lar and the produc- 
tion is usually on the 
mark. As usual, 
Pollard’s songs cover 
a wide range, from the neo-Pet 
Sounds explorations of “Hold on 
Hope” and “Liquid Indian” to the 
crunch chords of “In Stitches” 
and “Mushroom Art.” Though 
Ocasek throws in an annoying 
synth line here and there, he’s 
generally simpatico with 
Pollard’s songs. In a perfect 
world, “Teenage FBI,” “Hold on 
Hope,” and “Surgical Focus” 
would all be blasting from car 
radios everywhere. (df) 


Hellacopters - Grande Rock 
(Sub Pop) 

I was prepared to dislike this new 
release from the Hellacopters, 


their very first on the Sub Pop 
label. Well, my worst nightmare 
regarding this band and Sub Pop 
didn’t come true. Their sound 
did not get totally emasculated, 


"It's good, but they seem to have 
replaced a lot of MC5 with 
Lynyrd Skynyrd." Yeah, that's 
the ticket! Still a great listening 
experience but Grande Rock ain't 


Hellacopters 


they weren't turned into a Scan- 
dinavian.Aerosmith. They still 
get pretty damn ferocious here, 
but something's missing that I 
can't quite put my finger on. I 
don't like this as much as their 
first two full-length offerings. 
The performances are good, and 
there aren't any real dogs among 
the new songs. (NOTE: "The 
Devil Stole the Beat From the 
Lord" is one killer single!) The 
production's cleaner here than in 
the past, and Nicke's vocals 
aren't compressed to hell and 
back. The best way to describe 
this is probably to steal a line 
from Mr. X of Rept 


great. At least not after the first 
three or four spins. (jo) 


H20 - F.T. TW. (Epitaph) 

This is my favorite H20 record 
yet. Very upbeat, very energetic, 
and on top of that, they cover a 7 
Seconds song as a hidden track 
at the end of it. If you like me- 
lodic, positive hardcore stuff a la 


early Dischord/B.Y.O, then 


you'll love this. If you don't like 
that style, then stay VERY far 


away! (tp) 


Human Drama - Solemn Sun 
Setting (Hollow Hills) 
Here's another case study of that 
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ancient Chinese proverb in ac- 
tion: “Be careful what you wish 
for you just might get it." For 
years I’ve heard about Human 
Drama, the revolving-door 
project fronted by self made mu- 
sician Johnny Indovina, with the 
assessments always being super- 
lative, but never actually heard 
them. Until now. It’s not awful 
enough to target Indovina’s self- 
taught status with clever jabs 
about the perils of unskilled la- 
bor, but I’m definitely wonder- 
ing why all the fuss. Most of the 
time Indovina puts one in mind 
of a gloomier version of some 
singer-songwriter from the 70s . 

. the love child of, say, 
Morrissey and Gordon Lightfoot. 
Ballads (including a genuine des- 
ecration of a Tom Waits’ song) 
outnumber midtempo rockers 
(one of which lifts its piano line 


Indigo Swing 


intact from "Riders on the 
Storm"), but, in true sundowner 
fashion, the only thing that gets 
its ass kicked here is insomnia. 
(bh) 


Indigo Swing - Red Light 
(Time Bomb) 

Sitting here at the table. No 
fucking furniture. Hardly any 
income. Listening to this thing 
on a portable cd player that Newt 
was so foolish as to "loan" me. 
Checking on the royalty. check 
from Lyons Press (maybe enough 
to keep me in beer for a week or 
so) and wondering what the hell 
is gonna fall outta the sky and pay 
the rent next month. Angel hair 
in the pot, left over from my 
roommate from hell, Logan 
Strickland, when he blew here 
with about eighteen hours notice 
and over a hundred bucks (which 


Pm sure ГИ 
NEVER see) in 
arrears over vari- 
ous bills and shit. 
Care package 
from Dom 
Salemi. Always a 
treat to open up 
and root around 
in. Oh yeah. Al- 
most forgot. 
Watched the latest 
Star Wars movie 
with my kid today. 
Lotsa fun. No 
hidden meaning 
nor specialized 
agenda. Just a fun 
romp in space. 
Thanks. Kai. 
Now, where were 
we? Oh yeah. Red Light. First 
disc I played. Random order. 
JACKPOT! Damn thing fits like 
an expensive glove. Makes me 
wanna wallow in my present con- 
dition and hope that I never re- 
ally amount to anything or else 
the whole ambience will disap- 
pear like a puff of smoke. For- 
ties-sorta sounding. Or maybe 
early fifties. Boogie woogie, 
blues and God knows what else. 
Who are these guys? Whoever 
they are, they compose, play, and 
sing like holy hell. Piano and sax 
in particular are just perfect, but 
everybody else is dialed right in 
too. Most of it anti-rocks and 
rolls right along, but they toss out 
the occasional slower piece that 
just seems to add to the mood. 
Damn good, in short, and now the 
whole package of angel hair is 
eaten and I’m feeling fat and 


foolish. Oh well. Time for an- 
other beer. (jm) 


Josh Wink - Profound Sounds 
Vol.1 (Columbia) 

Okay, we get this thick package 
from the record company telling 
us how this disc jockey from 
someplace or other - probably 
New York - is the hottest thing 
going and that he’s invited all his 
friends for this remix party and 
it’s just the first in a number of 
what’s sure to be an ongo- 
ing revolution in dance 
musique. Okay, so what we 
get is one long sinuous 
groove with the beat not 
changing all too much and 
not too much variation 
other than subtle in melody 
and tone and whatnot but 
with lots of pleasing light 
electronic sounds and boo- 
yah voices overlaid and 
okay it’s a solid gas to dance 
to but how different is it 
from anything else making 
the party scene at present? 
Maybe a lot, maybe not a 
bit but it sure is hot stuff, 
especially when everything 
drops out and it’s just the 
rhythm track going on and 
on and on. If this is the future of 
house, then by all means let’s 
subsidize this shit because it is 
drop dead funky- (ds) 


Kool Keith - Black Elvis/Lost 
In Space (Columbia) 

Proof positive that the conglom- 
erates calling themselves record 
companies will sign ANY Afro- 
American rapper in possession of 
arhyming dictionary, Black Elvis 
manages the neat feet of being 


spacey but stultifyingly boring. 
Keith may believe himself to be 
possessed of K-O-O-L but any- 
one who thinks it’s hip to use 
long-forgotten Pittsburgh Pirates 
infielder Rennie Stennet to fin- 
ish off a rhyme is illin’ not 
chillin’. (ds) 


Kula Shaker - Peasants, Pigs & 
Astronauts (Columbia) 

Psychedelic revisionism is de 
rigueur ce soir and Kula Shaker 


is the outfit making the most of 
this nascent genre. Personally, 
we’re into psychedelic revision- 
ist history and so we suggest you 
snap up all The Creation Ips re- 
cently reissued on disc, but we’ re 
here to un-hip you to Peasants, 
Pigs & Astronauts. Despite the 
huge promotional campaign 
launched on the band’s behalf. 
And the critics in the music press 
falling all over themselves trying 
to outdo one another with the 


adverbs and the fulsome praise. 
And the alarming number of 
smash British singles. All well 
and good if you have a taste for 
fluff with rococo flourishes 
(we're ignoring the lyrics and the 
listener would be will advised to 
steer clear of them as well). 
Quite unobjectionable really, 
still, such thin fare as this needs 
something in the way of memo- 
rable melodies or a commanding 
presence at the helm, and Kula 


L7 


Shaker provides neither, despite 
the presence of the “hits,” on this, 
their sophomore effort. (ds) 


L7 - Slap-Happy (Wax Tad- 
pole) 

Gosh, this may sound terribly, 
irredeemably politically incor- 
rect, but this metal punk trio 
(they've lost an original member) 
gets down like guys. I mean they 
got cojones, ya know? Not like 
feebs like Poison or Quiet Riot 
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but like, well like Motorhead and 
Joan Jett, although they're a wee 
bit more tuneful than the former 
and a lot messier than the latter. 
It's a place somewhere in-be- 
tween and it involves, for the 
most part, big trebly chords, sing- 
ing just skirting the farouche and 
performances that are at once 
celebration and pasquinade of the 
soi-disant gravitas found in so 
much of the work of more popu- 
lar hard rockers. When L7 dis- 
tances itself from this formula as 
on the hippity-hoppity funk ex- 
cursion, "Freeway," orthe gentle 
pop of “Livin’ Large," however, 
the results are less than distingue. 
Happily, most of Slap-Happy 
sticks, as the gals yowl at one 
point, “To the plan, man." (ds) 


Love Battery - Au Go Go 
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We have seen the future of alter- 
native radio. It is Love Battery 
and, verily, itis... not bad. Im- 
possibly big production. Massed 
guitars wed to infectious melo- 
dies. Adenoidal vocals.swelling 
and dying with a dying fall. 


question: Just who the hell are 
these guys? They’re so prepos- 
sessed, so confident. Don’t they 
know that Alice In Chains has 
just released a box set? That ev- 
eryone is supposed to be listen- 
ing to the Goo Goo Dolls and 
Everclear? Apparently not. 
That’s probably the reason they 
put more than one hook in so 
many tracks. And refusing to 
leave well enough alone, mess 
with timbre, tone and texture. So 
they come off the bridge and re- 
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turn to the principal riff and 
you’re leaning in because they’re 
tweaking it. Just enough so as to 
notice if you’re so inclined. You 
should be, Au Go Go was four 
years in the making and sounds 
at once like a refusal to acknowl- 
edge all trends while somehow 
remaining utterly contemporary 
and accessible. (ds) 


Lungfish - The Unanimous 
Hour (Dischord) 

Lungfish’s latest drones and 
jangles insistently with a lurking 
menace wholly removed from 
any form.of: mainstream rock. 
Vocalist Daniel Higgs sounds 
genuinely tortured, while his 
three bandmates create an omi- 
nous, brooding foundation for his 
agonized howls. Though the 
mostly mid-tempo grooves grow 


monotonous, they’ re oddly allur- 
ing. (df) 


The No-Talents - Want Some 
More (Estrus) 

This is an awfully confident band 
what with the name and all. Not 
the best career move to invite 
snide criticism by your putative 
audience before they have a 
chance to check you out. Their 
manager and record company 
definitely should have had the 
nasty babes who front this unit 
posing with a lot less than tight 
t-shirts and mini skirts. That 
would have deflected the outra- 
geous comments and had young 
guys across the country ringing 
Estrus’ phones off the hook with 
requests for merchandise and 
questions about the tour. And it’s 
not like these gals - Cecilia and 
Lili if you must know - are shy; 
they have little trouble brattily 
voicing their interest in dildos 
and cat fighting and life-threat- 
ening danger. Most femmes you 
see, по Matter how much attitude 
they had going for them would 
have trouble making themselves 
heard over buzzing, high speed, 
70s-style punk like this. Cecilia 
and Lili don’t; which is why (as 
long as they stick to bare-boned 
melodies) they’re probably going 
to be allowed to keep kicking out 
discs as sharp as this one. But 
they had better do a better job of 
showing off the merchandise 
with their next effort if they want 
any comments from this corner. 
(ds) 


Other Star People - Diamonds 
In The Belly Of The Dog 
(A&M) 


This is the sound embodying the 
“California lifestyle with a splash 
of international mystique.” 
Guess we can stop writing right 
now, hey kids. Oh ho, you say 
you don’t know what the “inter- 
national California” thang be. 
Well, it’s heavy, rhythmically in- 
fectious, exotic pop with massed 
guitars and soigne but unsettling 
dual vocals courtesy of Jennifer 
Finch and Xander Smith late of 
L7 and Chalk Circle respectively. 
Produced by Roy Thomas 
(Queen, Cars, Devo) Baker, Dia- 
monds possesses a full lush 
sound, a bit of glam and more 
hooks than in the mechanized 
dreams of Rick Ocasek. Al- 
though there’s wee too much of 
the baroque than is good for some 
of the sweeter confections and 
nothing matches the two 
anthemic rockers that kick start 
the proceed- 
ings; this is a 
solid debut 
from a bunch 
of savvy 
craftsmen, er 
craftspersons. 
( ds) 
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Puffball - 
Puffball/Six 
Pack To Go/ 
It's Gotta Be 
Voodoo, 
Baby! (Burn- 
ing Heart) 

The Swedish 
band Puffball 
is yet another 
Scandinavian 
band hell-bent 
on proving that 
r&r 1$ still 


Maybe crazy but 


alive and living large. On their 
homepage, they state that they 
formed the band with the express 
intent to play like a Motorhead 
for the late 90s - as if Lemmy & 
Co. had evolved over the past 
twenty years, instead of stagnat- 
ing into that rock and roll jugger- 
naut monster we all know and 
love. These guys are loud, fast, 
and faster . . . mining the same 
vein as Zeke, REO Speedealer, 
Nashville Pussy, The Hookers, 
The Dwarves, and other bands of 
that bent . . . like, oh, let's say 
Motorhead. Only no ballads! I 
don't know how many songs 
there are on these three discs, 
unless I cheat and look at the cov- 
ers; nor could I begin to tell you 
any of the names of, or lyrics to, 
the songs. Evesything's pretty 
tuneful, their vocalist is on-key 
and sounds, I daresay, better than 
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Luck 


rai the former frontman 


y's Tune 


ast Legends The 
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any of the singers in the above- 
listed aggregations, the guitars 
and drums are loud as bombs, all 
the cuts sound alike (but in a 
good way); and I love ‘em! (P.S. 
Good luck finding these CDs in 
this country! I hadda get ‘em via 
mail order from overseas.) (jo) 
Screeching Weasel -Emo 
(Panic Button) 

It say in a chapter of The Book 
of Revelation that was edited out 
of the regular edition that the fi- 
nal sign preceding Earth’s immi- 
nent Apocalypse, following 
floods and famines and wars and 
so on, is a band actually doing 
something different with the ba- 
sic pop-punk formula. Fortu- 
nately for us tropics-bound sin- 
ners, Screeching Weasel stick to 
the basics laid down by ten thou- 
sand predecessors and don’t vary 
them one iota: cranking guitars, 
two-car garage tempo, and snotty 
vocals imported from across the 
Atlantic. Hand scrawled liner 
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Screeching Weasel 


notes exhibit a degree of im- 
mense self-satisfaction. All of 
which certainly can be construed 
as virtues, but at the union meet- 
ings, it’s gotta get old fast hear- 
ing everyone bugle on about how 
real they are. As opposed to 
what, figments of our imagina- 
tion? ( bh) 


The Silencers - Cyclerific 
Sounds (Bomp) 

This ain't “bout nothing but get- 
ting nekid and partying to fuzz- 
drenched, feedback-laced- 
grooves of yesteryear. Wild in 
the streets with Davie Allan and 
Satan’s Sadist’s disciples y'all. 
Recommended dosage: half a 
bottle of Mescal washed down 
with three or four Genesee cream 
ales. AA wimpies: Garage 
melodies from the biker films 
you still watch (dreaming of 
times enchanted, eh?) enhanced 
with boss distorto psychedelic 
guitar fills. Youngsters: The Si- 
lencers, anchored with cheesy 


bass lines and gutbucket drum- 
ming, are go! That means you 
might want to put down your 
game-boys, eject the limp bizkits 
on the stereo, and give this a lis- 
ten. (ds) 


77 - Revolution Rock (Eleva- 
tor) 

Revolution rock, my ass! 
Portugal's 77 is merely a throw- 
back to the vast majority of me- 
diocre punk bands from twenty- 
two years ago. This might be 
revolutionary back home, but, for 
those of us who remember the 
original punk rock heyday, 77's 
hopelessly old hat: an acceler- 
ated, sloppy rhythm section back- 
ing Paulo Eno's ham-fisted, ob- 
vious lyrics. A sample of song 
titles - “Exploited Workers,” 
“Weekend Punks,” “I Hate You,” 
etc. - provide a clue of the unre- 
markable material contained 
herein. (df) 


Split Lip Rayfield - In The 


Mud (Bloodshot) 

Damn! I hate bluegrass. So why 
does the guy who runs Brutarian 
keep sending me all this high 
lonesome music? Dunno but this 
one has me stupefied with its in- 
credible musicianship. Guitar, 
banjo, mandolin, and a little 
something called a gas tank bass. 
As in take the gas tank from 
somebody's car or perhaps truck, 
TAPE a stick on the thing and 
then run a SINGLE string on it. 
Yeah, right. However, if you're 
as talented as the motherfucker 
playing it (Jeff Eaton), you can 
get some killer licks out of it. 
And In the Mud is about nothing 
if not killer licks. The Rayfields 
just FLY through their composi- 


tions like they're on a high of 
crystal meth and angel dust - 
ZOOM! VROOM! WHOOM! - 
spraying notes like they've been 
shot out of a firehose. Except for 
every once in a while where they 
drop in a slower piece just to 
prove THEY CAN DO IT. Lyr- 
ics ain't bad either. Yup, some 
definite psychosis going on with 
some of this stuff. Phoo. Sure 
enough radical shit . . . (JM) 


The Switch Trout -Psycho Ac- 
tion (Estrus) 

Just what the title implies, Mad 
Daddies: all instro, all insane-o, 
Link Wray-speed-laced-acid-in- 
spired pandemonium! By way of 
Japan!?! You heard right, angel- 


Teenage Frames 


headed hipsters. Not Sweden. 
Not Bellingham, Washington. 
Not New Yawk. It’s surf with 
leather jackets and switchblades. 
The Ventures by way of Rikers’ 
Island. Unduly dramatic - a nod 
and a sucker punch to conven- 
tion. One guitar, one bass, one 
drum. You want to call it surf, 
be my guest; but it's surf for those 
looking for thirty foot waves 
amidst craggy inlets. The guitars 
eschew glissando and scrape at 
the lower end of the strings, the 
tempos are often allegro con 
furore, and the amps or faders or 
the knobs to the what-have-youse 
are turned so far up your wiped 
out before you can even hop on 
board. (ds) 
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Teenage Frames - 1% Faster 
(Jump Up!) 

Why are these guys singing about 
New York City? They’re from 
Chicago for Chrissakes! Every 
punk band steeped in 70s Big 
Apple aesthetic likes to think of 
themselves as New Yorkers. 
Even a New York band like D- 
Generation falls all over them- 
selves at the time making sure 
you know they were born and 
raised within hailing distance of 
the Statue of Liberty. So forgive 
these guys for framing their 
sound around a Dolls and 
Ramones’ something or other. 
It’s real catchy, the chords are 
thick and meaty, the singing 
bratty and adenoidal without get- 


_ting on the nerves, the presenta- 
tion charming and disingenuous. 


There’s not much future in pur- 
suing this line but the beauty lies 
in the band asking you not to ac- 
knowledge this. ds 


Tight Bros. From Way Back 
When - Runnin’ Thru My 
Bones (Kill Rock Stars) 

I had never heard of this combo 
prior to picking up this CD, on 
the recommendation of Chris X. 
of Reptilian Records. All I've 
since been able to find out is that 
they're from Olympia, Washing- 
ton, and, as anyone with ears can 
tell after listening to this gem, 
they have a major, big-time, 
monumental, MCS jones, right 
down to the way they look and 
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dress. Jared Warren, their singer, 
sounds like a bizarre cross be- 
tween Rob Tyner and Wayne 
Kramer in his falsetto, “Ramblin’ 
Rose” voice. So they guys sound 
like an updated MCS, only with- 
out the ten minute versions of the 
Sun Ra, James Brown, or blues 
standards. This is good. Play this 
heavy motherfucker as loud as 
you can stand it for even extra 
goodness. (jo) 


U.S. Bombs - The World 
(Hellcat) 

Well, we have another full-length 
from the world’s PUNKEST 
people. Being a huge Bombs fan, 
I’m very happy with it but I must 
confess it took a couple of listens 
to get used to. The World has a 
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slightly more melodic and more 
“rock-n-rolly” feel to it than pre- 
vious releases. Still, they’ ve ac- 
complished this without losing a 
bit of intensity. Any fans of the 
band or of old “traditional” style 
raw punk-rock, I strongly, whole- 
heartedly, urge you to get this fine 
record. (tp) 


Various - You Gotta Have 
Moxie (Bomp) 

Well, you probably do have to 
have - moxie that is - especially 
if your appetite has been whet- 
ted by the universal acceptance 
of garage as the alternative 
choice de jour. Yes suh, even 
USA Today got to talking about 
Nuggets, the “definitive” collec- 
tion of hopelessly obscure 60s- 
early 70s rock. Може is a com- 
pilation that is something else 


'PURR 


altogether: the stuff even Dave 
Barry, one of the great collectors 
of this nonsense refused to re- 
lease. Dave was the guy follow- 
ing Nuggets and Pebbles with an 
eleven volume set he called 
Boulders. Pulled shit off his 
shelves in alphabetical order, 


made a master, sent that to dis- 


tributors and then sold the 45s 
making up the masters to pay his 
grocery bills. Yeah, this was the 
nazz; but it’s 1999, dig, and a 
number of labels have taken (sto- 
len) the best of his labor of love 
and put it out on their labels. 
Bomp takes the nonsense that 
didn’t make the final cut and 
wasn’t pilfered - if we interpret 
the liner notes correctly - апа has 
thrown down two double volume 
sets of crazed ephemera. Fey 
bands from Saskatchewan, Ital- 
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ian arrivistes from Tennessee, 
primitives who would later give 
themselves names like 
Chilliwack. Yes, it’s insane, in- 
effectual, and it eschews com- 
mercialism in the interests of 


_making.a statement. That state- 


ment may be little more than im- 
pressing listeners and standers- 
by with MOXIE . . . but hey, 
[ranter locked in a garage to pro- 
duce a review of volume two] 
(ds) 


Various - Teenage Shutdown. 
Vol. 11: Frantic Frat-Stomp 
Fracas (Crypt) 

Yes, the insane chroniclers of 
obscure garage are trying to make 
it eleven for eleven with this, 
their latest installment of 60s 


rock and rollin’ rarities. We don’t 


earth this stuff but you know they 
have to listen to a lotta dreck if 
their searching thrift stores in 
places like Ashtabula, Ohio and 
Milford, Connecticut for hereto- 
fore undiscovered gems. So 
they’ve winnowed the wheat 
from the chaff and given us a 
dose of that “sloppy pre-snarl 
punk style” otherwise known as 
„ frat. Teenagers assaying the 
” rocky slope situated between the 
honic and Mammon, 1.6., at- 
mpts to fashion hip but primi- 
tive commercial pop. It’s the 
Beatles and Ray Charles by way 
of nothing at all, soaked in sweat 
and desperation and it’s tuneful 
and endearing and епаїё 
tenable. (ds) 


Various - Y2K 
Everybody’s 


Rockafeller Skank” a catchy bit 
of repetitive electronica mixing 
synthesized beats, Carnaby- 
Street guitar fills and a highly 
serviceable garage-rock riff. 


isn’t so readily apparent is 
whether the mainstream is ready 
to do the “Busy Child” or get 
“Lost in Space” with Apollo Four 
Forty. If the hoi polloi feels the 
need to listen to “music” prima- 
rily consisting of but a single 
vocal phrase repeated endlessly 
over a backdrop of two or three 
rhythmic electronic pulses than 
Y2K should serve as excellent 
tonic for this fever. A bit of 
reducio ad absurdum ravers, had 
they the Latin, might contend, 
still the pace of much of this is 
far too fast for dance of any kind, 
the effects and arrangements 
more about sound than vision, the 
compositions too schematic for 
music aspiring to the Dionysian, 
leaving those not addicted to Ec- 
stasy to ask: quousque tandem 
abutere patientia nostra? (How 
long will you abuse our pa- 
tience?). (ds) 


Verbena - Into The Pink (Capi- 
tol) 
With production by Dave Grohl, 


Into the Pink bears 
more than a passing 
resemblance to 
Nevermind and the 
Foo Fighters releases, 
particularly in the 
drum sound. Though 
the songs are passably 
catchy, Grohl’s work 
here reduces Verbena 
to ersatz Nirvana and 
the aforementioned 
Foo(ies). Verbena 
would be better off 
developing their own 
sound instead of fall- 
ing prey to a knob 
twirler who’s hell- 
bent on making them sound like 
his present and former bands. 


(df) 


Waco - Sylvania (Transpar- 
ency) 

Sylvania is one of the worst 
records I’ve ever heard. WACO 
reaches for a pseudo-orchestral 
beauty, but merely achieves pre- 
tentious wimpiness. Precious 
beyond belief and featuring pain- 
fully out-of-tune violins, 
Sylvania reaches a standard of 
awfulness that I’ve rarely en- 
countered in a 35+ years of lis- 
tening to music. The unit com- 
pounds their wretchedness by 
putting it out on a classical label. 
I can only hope that this is 
someone's idea of a joke. No one 
could really do this shit with a 
straight face, could they? “I was 
17 when I left my home for 
Alaska," whines leader Steve 
Gregoropoulos in a voice so piti- 
fully lame as to make one wish 
he'd been eaten by sled dogs 
shortly thereafter. And that's the 
high point. (df) 
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In A Dark Place: The True Story 
Of A Haunting - Ray Garton 
(1992) Dell 


Based on the aid and research ef- 
forts of paranormal specialists, Ed 
and Lorraine Warren - all of whose 
books are worth tracking down - 
this incredibly creepy paperback 
is worth reading if, for nothing 
else, for answering a question 
we’re sure troubles the average 
reader; to wit, should one move 
into a residence that was once a 
funeral home? The answer is, sur- 
prise! a resounding “Get the fuck 
outta here.” Which the incredibly 
dimwitted family who set up 
house here refuse to do. Things 
start in typical fashion, with cold 
breezes swooping through the 
hallways, beds vibrating and 
ghostly visitations. But since dad 
is an alcoholic, the oldest kid a 
burgeoning psychopath and the 
family financially strapped, these 
supernatural occurrences are seen 
as little more than minor irritants. 
It isn’t until the haunts get sexu- 
ally frisky that the Church and the 
Warrens are called in and then all 
hell breaks loose. Although writ- 
ten in a melodramatic style that 
would likely have embarrassed the 
publishers of Victorian penny 
dreadfuls, In A Dark Place is a 
genuinely frightening tale and one 
not for the faint of heart. Or apos- 
tates. - dom salemi 


Wicked: The Life and Times of 
the Wicked Witch of the West - 
Gregory Maguire (1997) Regan 


The Wicked Witch of the West is 
one of the most enduring icons of 
female villainy we have in 


America, thanks to the landmark 1939 motion pic- 
ture based on L. Frank Baum’s classic children’s 
book. The Wizard of Oz focused on Dorothy’s 
quest to leave Technicolor Oz and get back home 
to B&W Kansas and, because it was a children’s 
book, and because it was written long before 
deconstruction became a popular literary party trick 
the witches were witches without explanation or 
history. Children know evil exists as well as good. 
Children have no trouble seeing evil personified 
in characters like the Wicked Witch, just as glim- 
mering Glinda is clearly “good.” That's certainly 
what Baum intended, whether you accept the mod- 
ern literary theory that he was actually writing an 
allegory about capitalism and class struggle. 
According to Maguire's fable, however, the Wicked 
Witch of the West wasn't evil. Firstborn to the 
Oz-equivalent o a Fundamentalist minister and his 
upper class wife, little Elphaba is born with dis- 
tinctly green skin and an aversion to water. Worse 
still, she has an enquiring mind and a nose for sniff- 
ing out the truth behind the facade. In an epiphany 
of future adventures, her first word is “Horrors.” 
Oz itself is also very different - and far less idyllic 
- than Baum's creation. Like our own history, reli- 
gion has had a major role in shaping society. Pa- 
gan Lurline history says after the world was cre- 
ated, “the Fairy Queen . . . flew over the sandy 
wastes and spotted the green and lovely land of Oz 
below. She left her daughter Ozma to rule in her 
absence and promised to return to Oz in its darkest 
hour." After 300 years of Ozmas, the fairy matri- 
archy has been upset by a male wizard bent on de- 
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mals, intel- 
ligent, ver- 


bal beasts whose role in society has always been 
equal with humans - until now. Elphie sees this 
firsthand at Shiz 
University in the 
wealthy Oz 
province of 
Gillikin (where 
little Galinda, 
soon to become 
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Glinda, is her 
unwilling room- 
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mate). The wiz- 
ards’ martial 
law is divesting 
Animals of their 
shops and 
homes, marching them out of town with little more 
than the clothes on their backs. Ward of Animals 
in hiding with animals is common, and a few people 
are beginning to wonder about the recent upsurge 
in the availability of fresh meat. 

In the meantime, Elphie’s lovely younger sister 
Nessarose has come to Shiz. Despite a terrible 
deformity - she was born without arms - she quickly 
makes a place for herself as a placid yet rock-stub- 
born young woman of great religious sensibilities. 
As Elphie says of her, “She isn’t good at taking 
care of other people because she’s never learned 
to care for herself.” A gift of magic red shoes made 
by a mysterious gypsy woman and additionally 
magicked by Glinda help Nessa keep her balance 
and give her strength as she begins her own long 
climb to power. 

The murder of Doctor Dillamond, a brilliant sci- 
entist at Shiz, (who also happens to be - literally - 
an old goat) sets Elphie on the path of political 
rebellion, and an audience with the Wizard him- 
self seals her fate. “It is not for a girl, or a student, 
or a citizen to assess what is wrong. This is the 
job of leaders, and why we exist,” the autocrat tells 
her. Within the hour Elphie departs to go Under- 
ground, join the rebellion, and overthrown the 
Wizard. We all know the ending, though. Elphie, 
however pure her motives, is doomed to be unsuc- 
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cessful, dissolved by the toss of a bucket of water. 
Maguire’s episodic retelling of Elphie’s life tends 
toward the slow and historical, rather than enlight- 
ening, particularly in the beginning and conclud- 
ing sequences of the book. Also, nothing is actu- 
ally told from Elphie’s point of view, but rather 
through the eyes of those around her, and of the 
unseen narrator. Because of that, and because we 
know how things must end, the book itself has a 
narrative flatness with little tension. Despite these 
flaws, Maguire’s writing can charm, and he has a 
deft hand with description and dialogue. Many 
scenes echo the sly wit of Lewis Caroll’s fantasy. 
Wicked works perhaps best of all as a reminder 
that history is always written by the winner. - 
Charlene Brusso 


Team Rodent: How Disney Devours The World - 
Carl Hiaasen (1998) Ballantine 


Thin little thing. Easy enough to read in one sit- 
ting. Done by a guy who really knows how to use 
the written word to get and to hold your attention. 
And he just RIPS the fucking Mouse a nice new 
asshole! 

Hooray for the good guys! 

Hiaasen’s a Floridian (me too) and he’s not at all 
pleased with what Disney has done to the place 
since coming down here and basically taking over 
the whole damn state. The arrogant fascists seem 
to think they now OWN the place and are more or 
less behaving that way. Being oh so careful though 
to put up the impres- 
sion (Disney is, if noth- 
ing else, the best in the 
world when it comes to 
well disguised, sweet- 
tasting bullshit) that 
they are giving the 
people (dammit I’M 
one of the people too, 
and I don’t like the 
whole rotten operation 
one little bit) exactly 
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what they want. In the author’s cross hairs, come 
local politicos who can’t roll over and say “Fuck 
me,” fast enough; peeping tom’s on the Disney pay- 
roll poking holes in the wall and wanking off while 
looking at the female employees changing cos- 
tumes; mysteriously arranged court rulings that 
always seem to favor Disney; psychotic secrecy 
about the actual inner workings of the operation; 
mistreatment of animals in their charge (a rhinoc- 
eros dies with a sharp stick shoved up its ass - no, 
I'm NOT kidding here); huge shoals of idiot 
tourons who come down to F-L-A and manage 
never to see the state even as they pay top dollar 
for the "experience"; control of the worldwide 
media; wholesale rape of the local environment . . 
. Oh hell, it just goes on and on and on. 

Suffice it to say, Disney is most manifestly NOT 
the cute, fuzzy little thing it wants you to believe it 
is. Nosiree. The sonuvabitch has got poison fangs 
and swings a very heavy club. 

It needs to be CURBED. 

- james maclaren 


Unknown Legends of Rock ‘n’ Roll - Richie 
Unterberger (1998) Miller Freeman 


Slip inside this house as you pass by. Presented 
herein for your edification and delectation are the 
stories of sixty cult figures. Men and women who 
worked at the rock and roll game. And failed; al- 
though Unterberger would argue only on economic 
grounds. For the former editor of Option, free spir- 
its like The Holy Modal Rounders and Francoise 
Hardy not only made "brilliant music," but had a 
pronounced affect on the genre far greater than is 
generally acknowledged. Laughable, of course, but 
a good case is made for one and all and, to be fair, 
most of the artists included here, whether punks, 
rockabillies, garagistes or just plain weirdos, did 
marvelous things. Pioneers, many of them, like 
Roky Erickson, Joe Meek and Robert Wyatt mod- 
estly announcing the old beauty to be no longer 
beautiful, the old wine no longer fit for new bottles. 
Their tales, as is true of most of the tales here, make 


for fascinating reading. - Dom Salemi 


Managing Ignatius - Jerry Strahan & Stephen 
Ambrose (1998) Broadway Books 


If, like me, you’re a big fan of John Kennedy 
Toole’s A Confederacy of Dunces, his posthu- 
mously-published, Pulitzer Prize-winning novel 
about the misadventures of genius or idiot (take 
your pick) Ignatius J. Reilly, then Managing 
Ignatius is a must-read. It’s a non-fictional account 
covering about twenty years in the history of the 
Lucky Dog hotdog vending company, the inspira- 
tion for the Paradise vending company that em- 
ployed Ignatius during the second half of Confed- 
eracy. If you’ ve ever been to the French Quarter in 
New Orleans, it's nigh-on impossible to miss the 
seven foot long, giant wiener vending carts on 
seemingly every street corner, usually tended 
by someone whose best years appear to be long 
behind them . . . someone who generally 
doesn't look like the sort that any reputable 
business would entrust with money or assets 
(although it WOULD be hard to swipe one of 
those goddamn carts!). If you’ ve bought a dog 
or sausage from them, odds are he or she tried 
to short-change you (like the one in Jackson 
Square did to me this past June, on my last 
trip down there. I gave him a twenty, he tried 
to give me change for a (еп... but I digress). 
The book recounts hundreds of stories involv- 
ing a wide array of drunks, pimps, punch drunk 
ex-boxers, transvestities, wanted felons, 
burned-out Vietnam war vets, thieves, homo- 
sexuals, and con-artists, all of whom share one 
thing in common - they worked as Lucky Dog 
vendors at one point or another. While Mr. 
Strahan, who managed the company off and 
on for the better part of two decades, on the 
surface tries to exude contempt for most of 
these characters, it’s obvious that he recalls 
his time spent with them with a great deal of 
affection - whether it's hiring back a vendor 
who quit the day before after stealing the pre- 


vious night's proceeds, or recognizing the newest 
(and soon-to-disappear) vendor on America's Most 
Wanted, or trying to stop an inebriated vendor 
who's throwing steamed wienies at the tourists in 
the French Quarter, most of these stories are either 
funny or downright pathetic, depending on your 
viewpoint. If screwball eccentrics and their mad- 
cap adventures are your cup of tea, you'll dig this. 
Recommended for Bukowski aficionados and most 
residents of Baltimore or any other major urban 
area filled with oddballs like these. - john oliver 


Deep Into That Darkness Peering - Tom Piccirilli 
(1999) Terminal Freight Press 


Theory says we read horror for catharsis. If read- 
ing about demons, madmen and murderers, decapi- 
tations, rape and rough sex, can ease inner turmoils 
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enough to keep people from going over the edge, 
then you can consider Piccirilli’s work deductible 
as therapy. In a genre where twisted souls and vio- 
lence are the norm, Piccirilli's stories stand out for 
the way these stark elements are 
handled with a slick style and clear 
literate sensibility. “People are vio- 
lent creatures by nature,” Poppy Z. 
Brite, a noted splatter-queen herself, 
explains in her introduction. “Char- 
acters in horror stories are even more 
so. In order for fictional violence to 
matter . . . we readers must have 
some sense of why it is occurring, of 
who these people are, of the inevita- 
bility of the act.” 

This latest collection of Piccirilli's 
work includes poetry, oddly beauti- 
ful and seething with evocative language and im- 
agery, as well as short stories which run the gamut 
from black comedy to tragedy on a Biblical Blakean 
scale, such as "Thunder of the Captains, and the 
Shouting” and “When the Lamp is Shattered,” 
which detail a world where there's little difference 
between angels and demons, their master or their 
motivations. Stories like “Take It As It Comes" 
and “Hostages” turn the tables on the characters as 
well as the reader, trapping us with our own ex- 
pectations amid welter of blood and madness. Chil- 
dren, both lost and mysteriously restored, are a fre- 
quent theme in Piccirilli’s work, and “Familiar 
Child,” “Of Persephone, Poe, and the Whisperer," 
and “Nietzsche Soothes Fishboy Lenny" all reso- 
nate with it. The familiar talking “demon doll” 
takes on a new edge when cast as a three foot tall 
teddy ear in “The Lean.” “Mind of the Moon” 
shows us a Serial killer’s chilling, more than ratio- 
nal thoughts, while “On Oswald Avenue” takes a 
dark comic turn as it shows us what it takes to drive 
someone to seek out a high spot and pick off ran- 
dom human targets. Likewise “Where The Swamp 
Folk Go When The Need Comes” treats the oddi- 
ties of isolated rural folk with its own sense of 
slimy, almost Flannery O’Connor-esque sense of 
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humor. The collection also includes a compila- 
tion of Piccirilli’s series stories concerning a wan- 
dering spirit hunter known only as the Necroman- 
cer, and his sidekick (of questionable humanity) 
“Self.” - charlene brusso 


The Last Victim - The True-Life 
Journey Into The Mind of the Se- 
rial Killer - Jason Moss & Jeffrey 
Kottler (1999) Warner Books 


I approached this book with eager 
anticipation, as I’d heard snippets of 
an interview with Jason Moss on 
Howard Stern’s radio show one 
morning as I drove to work. From 
what I gathered, Mr. Moss, several 
years ago, wrote to various serial 
killers, notably John Wayne Gacy, but also Charlie 
Manson, Richard (The Night Stalker) Ramirez, and 
Jeffrey Dahmer, in an attempt to get inside their 
minds and see how they chose their victims. Гта 
sucker for practically any book on serial killers or 
the four luminaries mentioned above, so I went out 
and bought a copy. What a BIG letdown! The 
Last Victim has little to do with the serial killers 
and how their minds operate; what it does deal with, 
in spades, is how very much in love with himself 
Jason Moss appears to be! 

We are informed from the get-go just how easy 
everything has been in life for the wonderful and 
oh-so-good-looking Mr. Moss. A straight “A” stu- 
dent and excellent athlete who’s never really met a 
challenge for his genius, the wunderkind decides 
to see if he can, through pen pal correspondence, 
seduce serial killers into telling him their secrets. 
After all, he wants to go into law enforcement for 
a living (THIS should be a tip-off about how intel- 
ligent this kid REALLY is!). He assumes the roles 
of potential victims for each of these killers in writ- 
ing letters to them- for Gacy, he’s а confused young 
man unsure of his sexuality and looking for a fa- 
ther figure, for Manson, a member of a crazy cult 
that worships Charlie, for Dahmer, a gay young 


man looking for a friend, etc. Sure enough, we get 
some twisted letters back from the pens of Gacy, 
Manson, et al., but it’s nothing we haven’t read 
elsewhere. At the book’s climax, we are regaled 
with a sordid real-life tale about an actual visit to 
Gacy’s cell, where the Killer Clown terrorizes the 
young man into believing he may be killed or 
sodomized or both . . . but, then again, maybe Gacy 
saw through Mr. Moss and just decided to fuck 
with his mind. 

Throughout all of this, the one constant if the brow- 
beating of the reader as to all the pressure poor 
Jason is feeling; he’s spent so much time corre- 
sponding with these lunatics that he’s in danger of 
getting a (horrors!) “B+” in one of his college 
courses. Ultimately, the way I see it is like this: 
Gacy and Dahmer aren’t around to confirm or deny 
any of this; the kid didn’t make much of an im- 
pression on Manson or Ramirez, so we don’t know 
how much of this is really true. Especially when 
coming from a self-absorbed brat who spends so 
much time bragging throughout this “true life jour- 
ney” about how he’s always succeeded at what- 
ever he’s attempted. So the whole enchilada could 
be a big scam. If not, then it’s a damn shame Mr. 
Gacy didn't have his way Jason because it might 
have resulted in erasing the smug tone plastered 
all over this. - john oliver 


Babylon Blue - An Illustrated History of Adult 
Cinema - David Flint (1999) Creation Books 


In the beginning was the motion picture camera. 
And Man saw that it was good and so, he made 
woe-man, created from his own ribs (a lesser cut), 
engage in all manner of diverse lewd acts so that 
he might film them. Some three score years later, 
a member of the tribe, guy we shall call him, 
thought it pleasing to show naturists talking and 
playing volleyball whilst covering their genitalia. 
He made a movie of this, and played it in a theater. 
Only the philistines objected. Then some guy, Russ 
Meyer we shall call him, added story to the nudity. 
And it was fine and it made millions. Then some- 


one made a movie and showed pubic hair. Then 
someone made a movie and showed a penis. Then 
someone made a movie and showed intercourse. 
There was a trial or two and these filmmakers, these 
pornographers, won. Verily this victory led to the 
showing of all manner of erotic and not-so erotic 
acts. In England this was also the case. Here, es- 
sentially, our story ends. Babylon Blue is the 
chronicle of this epic tale and moreso as it goest 
beyond to the present day. Thou may not be able 
or willing to say or guess son of Man but none of 
this is epic. Or, in and of itself, interesting. Still, 
Mr. Flint, believes it to be so, and sometimes, as is 
the case here, that makes all the difference. Focus 
on a few of the better known flicks, interview the 
trendsetters, never lose sight of the fact that this 
"study" has a chronology, avoid pretension at ev- 
ery turn, and viola: a readable, rather entertaining 
faux history of a faux genre. - dom salemi 


Survivor - Chuck Palahniuk (1999) W.W. Norton 


Chuck Palahniuk, author of the highly publicized 
Fight Club (yeah, yeah coming soon to a theater 
near us, we know) weighs in with a second apoca- 
lyptic tome. This time the protagonist is Tender 
Branson, younger son of a farming family in the 
Midwestern commune called The Creedish Death 
Cult (apparently what you get when you cross an 
Amish person with Martha Stewart). Since he 
won't inherit the farm, Tender - along with the rest 
of his peers - are turned out to take up the work 
they were raised for: upscale indentured domestic 
servitude. He's hired out as Super Houseboy to a 
series of manically trendy power-lunching Yuppie 
couples. Thus employed, he finds it helpful to 
know how to get bloodstains off of piano keys, a 
fur coat, and wallpaper; urine stains out of drapes 
and a tablecloth, how to hide bullet holes in a liv- 
ing room wall, and how to eat anything from arti- 
chokes to live sushi. Naturally, he must send his 
check home to support the church. 

Tender lives a narrow, circumscribed life, so bor- 
ing he pretends he's a suicide hotline volunteer and 
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leaves his number in phone booths in order to lis- 
ten to sob stories at night in his one-room apart- 
ment. Depending on his mood, he tells the callers 
whether to live or kick the bucket. Which is how 
he comes to be visiting a mortuary, where he en- 
counters the oddly prescient Fertility Hollis, a 
mind-reading twenty-something cyberbitch who 
just happens to be the sister of Tender’s latest sui- 
cide caller. At first she types him as her brother’s 
gay lover, condescends and seems to despise him, 
yet gradually engineers his rise to fame as media 
guru and material-boy messiah. 

Midway, the whole Creedish commune kills itself 
(can you spell Jonestown?) to avert a planned FBI 
raid. According to dogma, all farmed-out mem- 
bers must also bit the big one in solidarity. But 
Tender and a few of the others can’t quite bring 
themselves to drink Dr. No or hang themselves with 
their employer’s Gucci belt. Still, they all myste- 
riously drop like swatted flies gradually over the 
next ten years, until only Tender is left, the last 
surviving member of the Creedish Death сий... 
oris he? For someone is stalking him, an ominous 
figure who reminds Tender of his first-born brother. 
Still, with Fertility's guidance and a good agent, 
he manages to write a best-selling auto-bio, Saved 
From Salvation. But his PR team enhanced mas- 
ter work is The Book of Very Common Prayer, 
which clues the faithful in to such boons to man- 
kind as The Prayer to Delay Orgasm, The Prayer 
to Silence Barking Dogs, and The Prayer to Pre- 
vent Hair Loss. Or The Prayer for a Parking Space, 
which begins: “Oh, divine and merciful God/His- 
tory is without equal for how much I will adore. 
You when You give me today, a place to park.” 
Not to mention the indispensable Prayer to Pre- 
vent Excessive Underarm Wetness, The Prayer to 
Maintain an Erection, and The Prayer to Remove 
Mildew Stains. 

All this, however, is told in flashback. The book 
opens with Tender on a suicide mission of his own. 
He’s riding the cockpit of a hijacked 747 on cruise 
control, having already safely offloaded the pas- 
sengers and crew. Before it runs out of fuel, and 
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nosedives somewhere over the vast Australian 
outback, according to his calculations he will have 
enough time to finish the true story of his life. The 
sordid tale of how a slavishly obedient Creedish 
child - offspring of a cult dedicated to turning out 
silent, efficient armies of domestic servants, maids 
and gardeners and housekeepers and pet sitters 
gradually became a hard-bodied, steroid-enhanced 
talk show guru and holy man of the airwaves. It’s 
Horatio Alger on steroids, for the end of the mil- 
lennium. 

So with all this going for it, why did Palahniuk 
feel the need to resort to such sophomoric gim- 
micks as numbering the pages backward? The 
story begins on pg. 289, then counts backward, how 
cute. The flashback format, depletes the tension 
noticeably. The rare, brief jet scenes seem almost 
afterthought, adding nothing to the narrative. Or 
perhaps the underlying annoyance is that it's all 
written in present tense, a la Bright Lights, Big City, 
a tedious conceit to put up with for the length of a 
novel. The last forty pages or so bog down in a 
lame car chase through Nebraska. Then we fast 
forward to the opening scene, and a predictably 
truncated ending of the sort seen in many colleges 
in Intro to Creative Writing assignments. 

Which is a shame, because when he takes his time, 
Mr. Palahniuk is dark master of the absurd and 
cynical black comedy, impaling greedy 
evangelicals, self-obsessed professionals, corrupt 
publicity machines, and those god awful AII-I- 
Need-to-Know-I-Read-in-My-Chicken-Alphabet- 
Soup books with sly „Жа 
aplomb. But I sup- 
pose he had to hurry 
up and crank this one 
out before the movie 
premiere, so we can 
forgive a few slips. 
This time. - Lenore 
Hart 
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